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WHEN IN LONDON 


Bring your Car to 


_ MCCARTHY’ 5 GARAGE 


Most moderate charges. қ Every possible requirement. > 
OPEN DAY лмо NIGHT. E. 


` 2-SEATER CARS 10/6 per week. 4-SEATER CARS 12/6 per week. 


ШИ HIRE SERVICE ` 
. PRIVATE LANDAULETTE CARS FOR HIRE FOR EVERY OCCASION. 


DINNER AND THEATRE.—6 p.m. to 12 p.m. oo on! 21/- 
+ RACE MEETINGS.—HURST PARK, SANDOWN .. ..  63/- 
, COUNTRY RUNS.—10 HOURS—70 MILES oo 22 (3/6 


REPAIRS 


LARGE UP-TO-DATE WORKSHOPS AND PAINTSHOPS. 
OFFICIAL REPAIRERS TO THE R.A.C. 
ESTIMATES FREE FOR EVERY CLASS OF WORK. 


Н. J. MCCARTHY LTD. 


a "PHONE Pindock Works, 
Ч E WARWICK AVENUE, 
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LONDON, ; W. 9. 
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ENWOOD’S HAIR TONIC will not grow | 
bristles on a brush, but it will grow hair where 
there are living roots on which it can operate. 


There is no other preparation on the market which will give 
the same satisfactory results. 


There is no other preparation on the market which works ` 
with such extraordinary rapidity. | 3 


Sales Deparim 


428, Strand. ү” 
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| Perfect Gifts 
ЕЗ 

| A "Swan" is a delightful gift—rich 
and good in appearance, true and fime 
in quality. It is like handing one's 
E friends a fund of convenience and com- 
| fort. Any “Swan” Pen is a fitting 
gift, but one in gold, rolled gold or 
| silver is appropriate for any occasion, 
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| — for any relationship. There are many 
j styles and designs from which to choose 
| at prices from 22/6 to 10 guineas. 


% 
WAN 
FOUNTPERS 


“A” Size 1. Self-Filling “Swan” with 18ct. Rolled 
Gold Band 20/-. 


*B Size 2. Self-Filling “Swan” covered 18ct. Rolled 
* Gold 50/-. 


“C.” Size 1. Standard “Swan,” 10/6. 
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OF STATIONERS AND JEWELLERS. 
Catalogue post free. 
Topp & Co., Lrp., Swan Ноос 133 8: 135, Oxford St., 
Ноос, Wi. Branches: 79 & 80, High Holborn, W.C.1; 


ide, E.C. 2, and at 3, Exchange Street, Manchester ; 
Dee, Zurich, Barcelona, Sydney and Cape Town. 
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GRAND PICTURE COMPETITION 


dst. CASH PRIZE £100. 


2ND. CASH PRIZE £ 50. 
Z RD. CASH PRIZE $ 20. 
£ Six Prizes оғ Š 5. EACH. 
p TOGETHER WITH THE FOLLOWING 
4 CONSOLATION PRIZES :— 
; 7/7, Twenty Bound Volumes ој“ GAIETY ” (Vol. 7), 


Twelve Blackbird Self-Filli Fount 
(се, Blackbird 8 тоа СРЕЛИ 


Әлде 

bash. £ Е Twenty Boxes (100) Famous Sunripe Cigarettes 
Made by Messrs. R. % J. Hill, Ltd. 

STUDY THESE PICTURES 


i 


"e 6.2.22... ыы ааа лет ка кенеле келен кен кете не. 
Each of the pictures set out above repr: vertiser or of something advertised in the 
present issue of *GAIETY." Competitors must write in ink, on 

titor who gives the greatest number of correct 


represents. There will be six sets of pictures and the Compe 
solutions to the thirty-six pictures wins the /тоо prize. The other Prizes will be awarded in order of merit. 


Address........ eene 


Your name and address must be filled im below each set of pictures and the six sets 
of pictures must be kept, and sent in together at the close of the competition. 


N.B.—Read the Rules overleaf very carefully. 
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CTURE COMPETITION 


Ast, CASH PRIZE £100. 
2ND. CASH PRIZE $ 50. 


Z RD. CASH PRIZES 20. 
& Six PRIZES OF £5. EACH. 


TOGETHER WITH THE FOLLOWING 
CONSOLATION PRIZES :— 
Twenty Bound Volumes of “GAIETY” (Vol. 7). 


Twelve Blackbird Self-Filling Fountpens 
Made by Messrs. Mabie, Todd & Co., Ltd, 


Twenty Boxes (100) Famous Sunripe Cigarettes 
Made by Messrs. В. 6 J. Hill, Ltd. 


represents 


SPINET CIGARETTES 


RULES OF THE COMPETITION 


On page iv is given the first of six series of correct solutions to the thirty-six pictures, and the 
pictures. Each picture in the six sets represents | other prizes will be awarded to competitors in the 
either the name of an advertiser or of something | order of merit of their solutions. In the unlikely 
advertised either in this Number, or in one of the | event of a tie, the prizes will be added together 
succeeding five Numbers, of “Gaiety.” All you | according to the number of competitors tieing, and 
have to do is to write in ink, in the spaces provided, | the total of such prize money will be equally 
what you think the pictures represent (an example is | divided among them, but no competitor will be 
given above) and write your name and address below. | entitled to more than one “share of the prize 


Each picture will represent an advertisement | money. 
which appears contemporaneously in the same | The Editor cannot accept responsibility for any 
| Number of “Gaiety” as the picture, or an adver- | set or sets of pictures that may be lost or delayed, 
| tisement which has already been published in the | and proof of posting will not be accepted as proof 
current Volume (Vol. ШІ.) Пон и COO M Ne of delivery. 
| picture represents an advertisement not already ҖЕ, Қуа cine : 
Шын: Hence, your solutions for the present The Editor's decision in judging, and with regard 
: your solutions for the present | to all questions arising out of, this competition will 
set of pictures must be taken from advertisements | be legally binding on all competitors, and no corre- 
which appear 1n this Number of “ Gaiety. spondence can be entered into in connection with 
the competition. 


THIS EXAMPLE » 
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Readers may send in аз many complete sets аз 

they like, but each set must be on the printed | Keep all forms until the last set has appeared 
orms taken from “Gaiety, and only one solution | and the closing date is announced. They must 
o each picture may be given оп each form. then be posted to the Competition Editor, “ Gaiety” 
| If you are unable to solve all the pictures, solve Offices, 10, Adam Street, London, W.C.2 

| as many as you can. 


N.B.—Keep this copy of “Gaiety,” for there 


|І 5 5 = E т 
t Prize of £100 will be awarded to the | may be [ап advertisement in it which will be 
who sends in the greatest number of | included in a subsequent set of pictures. 


STUDY THE 


PICTURES ON THE PRECEDING PAGE 
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OF MIRTH PROVOKING ANECDOTES 
COMPILED BY 
66 99 
9/- Artemas 
By post, 2/3 | By post, 2/3 
ESSENCE OF HUMOUR 


This little Volume, which is published at the end of November, contains nearly four hundred well told 
‘storyettes, each one a masterpiece of present day humour. There is no other book so compact with pure 
enjoyment. For the after-dinner speaker, for the man who likes to shine at the Christmas party, or for the 
conversationalist who wishes to have an inexhaustible store of brilliant humour on which to draw, there is no 
book comparable to “ D'You Know This One? " On the other hand, it provides one continuous roar of 
merriment to the ordinary reader who will find an endless variety of jokes—gems of the purest water—which 
will make an evening at home an exhilarating pleasure or convert the tedium of a railway journey into a 


period of delightful enjoyment. 


* D'You Know This One? 2-8 sold by booksellers everywhere. Should any difficulty or delay be 
experienced in obtaining a copy, send 2/3 (which covers cost of postage) to 
The Publisher, 
“Dp YOU KNOW THIS ONE?” 


10, Adam Street, 
Adelphi, London, W.C. 2. 
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Welcome Always, Keep it Handy 
Grant's Morella Cherry Brandy. ` 


Ж Дуссал 
which gives а gost bo Lfe 


There is none other quite equal to it. 
A big claim, but fully justified, be- 
cause this famous Liqueur is the 
product of the pure juice of the 
delicious Kentish Morella Cherry [ 
and fine old Brandy, a combination 
which cannot be equalled by any 
other method. For nearly 100 years 
connoisseurs have acknowledged it 
to be pre-eminent amongst the 
world's liqueurs, and to-day higher 
than ever is the reputation of 


GRANT'S MORELLA 
CHERRY BRANDY 


Two qualities: Sportsman's (D Y 

(Sweet), т Bolis half Вон. о] ait leading 

3 Wine Merchants, Hotels, Restaurants, etc. 
IHE DISTILLERY, MAIDSTONE 
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Many of the original drawings reproduced in this Number are for sale. Enmig should be 
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The Editor is always pleased to consider MSS. and drawings of а type suitable for publication in 
“Gaiety.” MSS. should be typewritten, and а stamped addressed envelope must accompany all matter 
submitied. All drawings and MSS. are sent at their owners’ risk. 
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шаг a One shilling - 
| 1295 enrols you 
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ás a smoker of good taste! One shilling buys an ounce of SUNRIPE MIXTURE or 20 SUNRIPE 
CIGARETTES—and both are made to satisfy the discriminating, palate with their fine, well-matured 
tobacco, and exquisite flavour and aroma. The famous Sunripe Twins represent real smoking enjoyment, 
which is assured to all who light a SUNRIPE Cigarette ог ` take а fll" of SUNRIPE Mixture., The 
Spinet House reputation (over 150 years) and guarantee are behind SUNRIPE Cigarettes and Mixture. 
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EXTRA SIZE CIGARETTES 20 for ШЕ Жас 
SUNRIPE MIXTURE (for the pipe) 1/- "ve RA TES 


“ The Crowning Delight 
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—a pipe of Sunripe.” 
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“Gaiety.” 


Bound Volumes for Christmas Presents. | 


ng problem of selecting Yule- 
oose a present which is sure 


proximity of Christmas again brings us face to face with the perplexi 
With friends of varying tastes, it is often a long and difficult task to ch 
which will serve as a constant reminder of the donor. 

ect that a bound Volume ој“ GAIETY > solves many difficulti 


consisting as it does of 576 pages of the cream of the world's humour, 
black lettering. 


« GAIETY" VOLUMES. 


“ GAIETY " are now completed, but the 
1 The price of the remaining Volumes is as follows :— 
10/6 


close | 


es. In the first place, it is 
tastefully 


first Volume, owing to the immense demand which 


d, is.now out of print 
Volume Two, post free 15/- Volume Four, post free -- 
Volume Three, post free -- 12/6 Volume Five, post free -- 10/6 
. Volume Six, post free 10/6 


RE THE VOLUMES MAY BE SEEN. 
e have made arrangements with booksellers, at important centres throughout the country, to stock specimen 
of “ GAIETY " at their bookshops and bookstalls. Here readers, who would prefer to examine the 
s before purchasing, may inspect them and place their orders. Specimen Volumes may be seen at the 
ing shops and bookstalls :— 
SHOPS. 


Менге W. H. Smith & Son, 19, Corporation Street, Birming- 
а: 


Ltd., 39, New Street, Birmingham. 


td., 16, St. Ann's Square, Manchester. m. 
rinces Street, Edinburgh. Messrs. W. H. Smith & Son, 252, Earl's Court Road, S.W.5. 
rrods Ltd. rompton Road, S.W.1. Messrs. W. H. Smith & Son, 62, Kensington High Street, W.8. 
ray & Co., 412, Union Street, Aberdeen. Messrs. Wm. Whiteley Ltd., Queens Road, London, W.2. 
Messrs. Wyman & Sons Ltd., 58, St. Mary Street, Cardiff. 


ridge & Со. Ltd, Oxford Street, W.1. 


RAILWAY BOOKSTALLS. 
Messrs. Wyman & Sons Ltd., London (Euston Station, Book- 


Birmingham (New, Street Station, 
M all). stalls on Platforms 


ain Bookstall). 

Birmingham (Snow! ЕШ Station; Now. 6 Dc and in 
okst. i 9 

о з оваа ” ” ” London (Marylebone Station, 


Main Bookstall). 


ure Platforms). 
” ” ” London (Broad Street Station, 
Main Bookstall). 


(Хантау? T Station, 
ain Bookstall). т т D Manchester (London Road Station 
L Railway, 


Main Bookstall). 


Arrival and Depart- 


(Lime SECUS Staon, 
Main Bookst: ü 
” ” M i 
(Padainston edam, » anchester (onden Кола etaten | 
Both g Books Main Bookstall). 
қ Б 1D CS tla ” ” ” Manchester (Exchange Station, 
E: Ë Main Bookstall). 
n ny" 
"GAIET Y " may also be seen at our Offices, and orders for same may, be addressed to 


The Manager, 

The Gaiety Magazine Publishing Co. Lid., 
10, Adam Street, 
London, W.C. 2. 


for INFANTS, 
INVALIDS а ве AGED. 


' Benger's Food gives digestive rest with full 
nourishment, and doctors agree that this in itself 
is one of the finest nerve restoratives. 

Sold in tins by all Chemists. Prices: 1/4; 23; 4/- ; 8/6 


a ______ s 
A DEAR FOOL 


The Author of the 


* Book of Artemas.” 
In one of the most delightful stor 


ies ever written, 
* Artemas” reveals himself in an entirely new vein. 
Subtlety and humour pervade every page, and there 
is not a dull line from beginning to end. 
Price 7/6 (by post 7/10) 
Obtainable from Booksellers everywhere, or from 
W. WESTALL & Co., Ltd., 


8, Adam Street, Strand, W.C. 2. 


2/6 
weekly 


all you pay for our No. 400A 
* Marvi the finest cycle 

h exceptionally 

plated , 


is 
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$ 500 to £2,000 a year 


This free 150 page book explains how students 
of The School of Accountancy have risen from 
to appointments as Managers, 
Accountants, Company 
ts, Auditors and 
t salaries ranging from £500 
, and how you too can 
position and prospects. 


routine jobs 
Works | Managers, 
Cost Accountan 


to £2,000 a уса 
greatly improve your 


Write for your free copy of this book to-day. 


THE SCHOOL OF ACCOUNTANCY 


2, West Regent Street, Glasgow 
10, Essex St., Strand, London, W.C.2 
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Regd. No. 10461. 
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1 art catalogue. 


трапу (Inc. 
8), Birmingham. 


CAN YOU SKETCH? 


ТЕ so, why not develop your talent 
nnd learn to draw for “Gaiety ” 
and other famous magazines’ Ican 
teach you in a free from drudgery 
manner, by post, how to draw 
Humorous Sketches, Cartoons, 
Posters, Fashions, Decorative De- 
signs, etc., which are so largely in 
demand. 

For Beginners. 
in Face, Head and Figure Drawing, 
Send 3d. (postage) to-night! for 
beautifully illustrated Prospectus. 
contains 


MANY FIRST GRADE DRAWINGS 
and tells you all about my methods. 
Write to me personally. 

J. GERRARD, B.W.S., 
mhe Northern Воһоо! of Press Drawing, 
(BO), Bradshaw, Bolton. 


I have a special Course 
etc. 
my 
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A USEFUL CHRISTMAS GIFT 


Light and easily carried. No dust or waste. 


Saves labour and fuel. Will hold siftings from 
ten ordinary fire grates. Dimensions : in. by 
114 in., weight about 7 lb. 

Retail 7/6 each Japanned Black. Carriage 
Prices 8/6 each Galvanised. Paid U.K. 


In case of any difficulty in obtaining from your 
Ironmonger, apply— 


COOMBER BROS. 
Sole Agents, 

Beckwith Street, Liverpool. 

[Directions supplied with each sifter.] 


THE BERMONDSEY BOOK. 


December, 1924. Price 2/-. 


A REMARKABLE AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 


Ву J. B. S. HALDANE 
By FRANK SWINNERTON 


BT, 


Science and Politics 


Romance - - 

А New Story - - Ву Sracy AUMONIER 
An Essay - - - By ALEC WAUGH 
Pr 
CONTRIBUTIONS FROM WORKING MEN. 
d 


On Sale at bookstalls and booksellers or direct from the publisher, 
CECIL PALMER, 49, Chandos Street, Covent Garden, W.C.2. 


ON PAGES iv and v. 
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JELSS, London's leading furnishers, possess the largest selection of 

second-hand furniture in existence, collected from country mansions 
throughout the Kingdom by their expert buyers. In an endeavour to 
clear this huge stock in readiness for new supplies in the New Year, 
they are offering some really astounding bargains for the Xmas season. 


ON 98 


N 


So numerous are these bargains that particulars cannot be published. There is only one 
way to see these huge stocks before they are disposed of—to visit their 500,000 square feet 
of showrooms, and examine for yourself the fine furniture and the ridiculously low prices. 


3 
22 


You won't be asked to buy. But come early before the best bargains are cleared out. 


SMS, 


5772 
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BARGAIN BOOKLET 
Describing some of the thousands of characteristic 
Bargains, will be sent post free on request, 


£100,000 worth of High-grade 
SECOND-HAND FURNITURE 


REMOVALS TO ALL PARTS OF THE COUNTRY. 


W. JELKS 6 SONS, 


ESTABLISHED OVER 50 YEARS, 


263-275, HOLLOWAY ROAD, LONDON, N.7. 
Tele. : North 2598 & 2599, "Bus, Tram or Piccadilly Tube to the door. 
> Thursdays close at 1, Saturdays 9 p.m. 
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302 93, 


Business Hours 9 to 7,30 p.m. 


(А 


x. 
ом 04 


' GRAND PICTURE COMPETITION ON PAGES iv and v, 


А МАСА2/МЕ ОР HUMOUR 


No. 1. DECEMBER, 1924. Vol, VII. 


THE CHILDREN'S PARTY 


Orange and lemons, sing Father and Mother, 

Come Uncle and Auntie, one side or the other, 

And old Mr. Brady, and Mrs. O'Grady. 

And, Fanshaw, your gout will not get you out. 

And you, Cousin Annie, and Grand-pa and 
Granny. 

Now then, Mrs. Bland, please give me your 


and. 
And, Lowther, hold Biddy's, 
And—uhere are the Kiddies 2 


GAIETY 


DECEMBER 1924 


THE LATE MR. POMEROY 


Bv SAMUEL SCOVILLE, JUNIOR 


out of the engaging personality 
of Robert Q. Pomeroy, Esq., by 
an absent-minded providence. When he 
lived in The Entry which, as every 
respectable Yale graduate knows, is 
next to a compulsory chapel, he invari- 
ably attended divine service in a slicker 
and a pair of rubber boots over a set of 
pink pyjamas, whether the barometer 
showed wet, dry or set fair. This choice 
of attire was not due to any lack of 
taste on the part of Mr. Pomeroy, but 
was adopted by him for the reason that 
he never got out of bed until the bell of 
said Chapel was approaching its very 
last rings. It was an open question at 
Yale University in his time whether he 
ог Skinny Terriberry held the record 
for the Chapel Dash. Skinny was 
reputed to have collided with the 
Professor of Psychology, stepped on 
his learned form twice and covered the 
fifty yards intervening between him and 
the Chapel door during five rings of the 
bell. Most of the class, however, con- 
sidered that Bob was entitled to the 
honour as he had to cover three flights 
of stairs in three jumps, which made a 
more difficult course than the flat 
distance which Terriberry negotiated 
from the ground floor. 
` This lack of punctuality was inter- 
woven in the very warp and woof of 
| Bobbie’s whole life. If there were a 
— party at Morey's, or a show at the 
Hyperion, or 8 game at the Field, there 
were always three or four exasperated 
class-mates chanting under his window, 
“ 0-0-0, Bob Pomeroy, for Heaven's 
sake Hurry Up!” All of his cuts were 


UNCTUALITY, by some unfor- 
tunate oversight, had been left 


invariably wasted in bed before the term 
had well begun, instead of being properly 
used for week-end parties, which are 
what an all-wise faculty presumably 
intended cuts for. 

It was just as bad in the law school 
after he had graduated ; and afterwards, 
when he had secured a clerkship in the 
law offices of Hipple, Hopple & Hipple. 

“ Hell have to go,” rumbled Horace 
Hipple, the seventh of his name, to 
young Mr. Hoskins, who had charge of 
the cubs in the office. “ He’s a good 
business getter and a sound lawyer, but 
the boy’s never kept an appointment on 
time in his life, and he’s had three judg- 
ments taken against him by default 
already because of his confounded 
lateness.” 

“ Не got them opened and taken off 
without any trouble,” protested Mr. 
Hoskins mildly, “ and he certainly has 
a taking way with a judge and jury. 
Better late than never, you know.” 

“Some day ІРІ be never and we'll 
Jose a big case,” decided old Mr. Hipple. 
“1 like him, too, but—he'll have to go." 

Accordingly, with great good-will on 
both sides, Bob left “ Hippety Hop,” as 
irreverent rivals had named that vener- 
able firm, and perforce opened an oflice 
of his own. 

lf this were a tale with a moral it 
would be my duty to point out how his 
fatal weakness dragged him down and 
down to ruin. As, however, truth rather 
than morality is the object of this story, 
it must be written that Bobbie prospered 
more than a little. Clients came to him 
in fair numbers and, in spite of his lack 
of punctuality, most of them remained. 

Then came his marriage to Barbara 
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Drawn by Tom Cottrell. 


Obliging Butcher : “ Now WHAT ABOUT SOME NICE LITTLE CUTLETS, MA'AM, CUT NICE AN’ SMALL, WITH 
JUST ENOUGH BONE LEFT TO 'OLD "ЕМ BY WHEN YOU EAT 'EM 1” 
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Drawn by G. D. Machin. 


Mean Old Party: “Тм AWFULLY SORRY, MISS JONES, THAT I SHAN'T BE ABLE TO ATTEND YOUR CHARITY 
CONCERT, BUT YOU MAY REST ASSURED THAT l SHALL BE WITH YOU IN SPIRIT.” 


Pushful Young Lady: “ Влонто, Mn. HINSKINT! 
TICKETS HERE AT FIVE SHILLINGS, TEN SHILLINGS AND A GUINEA ! 


WHERE WILL YOUR SPIRIT BE SITTING? I HAVE 


Dearing who, in spite of tardiness, pro- 


my schedule and that's all you get. 
crastination and other deadly sins, After youre safely spliced, you can 
agreed to take him for better and for dawdle away the precious golden mo- 


worse. 

That Bobbie was nearly on time at 
his wedding was by no virtue of his own, 
but was due entirely to the efforts of 
Bim Roby, his best man, who had been 
his room-mate at college and knew from 
experience that eternal vigilance was 
the price of punctuality with Bobbie. 
Wherefore, on his wedding day, Bim 
never left him alone for a moment. 
Even Bobbie's bath was taken under a 
stop-watch. 

" Ten minutes—no more, no less," 
announced Bim, overruling Bobbie’s 
protest. “ That’s the time allotted on 


ments, but not while I have you in 
hand.” 

Wherefore Bim breakfasted with him, 
walked with him, talked with him, read 
with him—all on schedule—and at the 
last delivered him at the vestry door a 
full five minutes ahead of time. 

“Now, old top, if you can walk ten 
feet in ten minutes, you're goin’ to be on 
time for once in your life,” he remarked 
relievedly and turned to the relaxation 
of watching six harassed and boutonniercd 
ushers try to fit a thousand guests into 
the five hundred best seats. 

At long last came the dread moment 
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Wife: “WHAT BRINGS YOU HOME SO EARLY?” 
Husband : “Т LOST MY WAY IN THE FOG, DEAR!” 


when late comers yammered in vain 
against the barred front doors of the 
church. In the chancel the bride and 
her beauteous bridesmaids preened them- 
selves like a flock of brilliant birds. The 
bride's father drew a deep breath like a 
man about to plunge into cold water; 
the middle, inner door opened a crack ; 
the veteran organist for the ten- 
thousandth time struck up a little 
selection from the late Mr. Mendelssohn, 
and down the aisle strode majestically 
ushers, bridesmaids, father and—The 
Bride! ; 

At that exact moment Bim turned to 
convoy the groom, whom he fondly 
supposed was cowering at his elbow, only 
to find him gone. 


* What th' deuce," he bellowed, much 
to the dismay of the bishop who had 
been imported at enormous expense to 
perform the ceremony; and he dashed 
through the vestry like a hound on а 
hot scent. In a far alcove he found 
Bobbie before a mirror re-tying his tie 
carefully. 

* Thought I could make a little better 
job of it "before the drop fell," he ex- 
plained cheerfully as Bim hustled him 
frantically towards the door. 

The bridal party were half-way down 
the aisle before the groom and his best 
man popped out of the vestry like two 
jacks-in-the-box and reached their post 
Just before the ushers. 

After the wedding Bobbie found, as 
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married men have found since that 
institution was invented, that he needed 
more money. Accordingly he worked 
harder and later, for not even the lack 
of money could make him get up earlier. 

Then came the day when fortune, 

after many advances and retreatings, 
seemed to have definitely decided to 
favour Mr. Pomeroy with at least one 
smile. There had been a re-organisation 
of the Amalgamated Steel Products 
Company and all its subsidiaries, tribu- 
taries and subordinates, and Miss Maria 
Dearing, a maiden aunt of Barbara's, 
happened to be the owner of a majority 
interest in the Steel Company, one of 
those underlying companies which law- 
yers call basic. Said Aunt, dismayed by 
the circular letters, requests for proxies, 
copies of petitions and notices of hearings, 
which began to shower in upon her, 
decided she needed a lawyer. 

“Why don’t you get Bobbie?” said 
Barbara, to whom she had confided her 
troubles. 

“ He's got baby-blue eyes and dimples. 
I never heard of a good dimpled lawyer.” 

“Is thatso ? " returned her niece hotly. 
“Well, if you'll take another look you'll 
notice that Bobbie has a big jaw under 
those dimples and, in spite of his baby- 
blue eyes, he managed to play half-back 
on a Yale Varsity Eleven, and won the 
Inter-collegiate Light-weight Champion- 
ship in boxing and knocked his man out 
in the finals.” 

Miss Dearing was unable to withstand 
this cumulative evidence of Bobbie’s 
professional ability. Moreover, she had 
intended to retain him anyway from the 
very first. Accordingly he was soon in 
the thick of merger proceedings, in- 
Junctions, negotiations and all the other 
bric-à-brac which marks the gobbling 
up of a lot of small companies by a big 
one. 

At long last the final snarl in this 


tangled web of finance was -unravelled 
and the whole fabric came from the 
looms of the Court, complete and costly. 
After two long years of fighting without 
and fears within, of contests without 
number, with roughs, bluffs and stuffs 
as Bobbie elegantly phrased it, Aunt 
Maria had received for each share of Steel 
Products Company held by her five 
shares of seven per cent. cumulative 
preferred stock in the new company and 
the same number of ordinary shares, 
whose dividends might run up into the 
teens and which were already quoted far 
above par. 

In her eyes Bobbie far exceeded in 
ability John Marshall, the late Mr. 
Blackstone, Chancellor Kent or any 
other member of the bar, living, dead or 
retired, and she showed her appreciation 
of his services by doubling the very 
moderate fee which he had charged. 

Thereafter dawned the day, the glad-` 
dest of all the bright new year for the 
various counsel concerned in the re- 
organisation proceedings, since in the 
decree signed by the Court was contained 
a simple clause providing that an 
ample slice of the newly issued stock 
should be reserved for counsels’ fees ; 
and Beers, Bevan & Charterhouse, 
attorneys for the Amalgamated Steel 
Products Co., had fixed nine o'clock on 
the morning of February 29th for all 
counsel concerned to meet at their 
offices and present their claims for 
compensation. 

If there was one day in all that leap 
year on which it behoved Bobbie to be 
punctual, that was the one. Neverthe- 
less the clock was striking nine before, 
unmindful and unperturbed, he reached 
the breakfast table, and the meal was 
nearly over before he remembered the 
engagement. Barbara was much con- 


cerned when he told her what had 
happened. 
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* GgoRGE! THIS HAS GIVEN МЕ A BRILLIANT INSPIRATION. 
HOUSE." 
“ AND WHAT 18 IT?” 


IHAVE THOUGHT OF А NAME FOR THE 
“Wry, The Avenue, ОЕ COURSE." 
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“Т AM AFRAID I SHALL NEVER GET ANOTHER COOK.” 


“ Wuy хот?” 


“ THE LAST ONE WE HAD REFUSED TO GIVE ME A REFERENCE." 


"I suppose that does me out of my 
new car," she remarked bitterly, refer- 
ring to a recent and rash promise by 
Bobbie. “ You've always been late and 
you always wil be. Why, you were 
late for our wedding ! " 

“ But not late enough,” joked Bobbie, 
rushing for his hat. Then, seeing that 
his attempt at humour was not well 
received, he came back. “ Buck up, old 
dear,” he entreated, kissing her skill- 
fully on her alluring, albeit pouty, 
mouth. “ Whether I get anything or 
not, you get that car. Whoever heard 
of a meeting called for nine anyhow 7” 


he continued disgustedly. 
get there before ten." 

In spite of his brave front he boarded 
an underground train in a very chastened 
frame of mind. “ That last nap of mine 
may set me back five thousand dollars 
or so,” he reflected. “ А man’s got to 
be there to protect his interests with 
that gang of pirates." 

On the way down he reflected deeply 
as to what amount he should suggest 
as a trifling stipend for his arduous 
labours. “TI make it ten thousand 
flat—and come down if I have to,” he 
finally decided. 


* Nobody Il 
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Lanky Customer : “ ER—I WANT А COLLAR, PLEASE—SIZE TWELVE AND A QUARTER.” 


Eficient Salesman : “VM sorry, SIR, BUT I’M AFRAID WE HAVEN'T A COLLAR QUITE YOUR SIZE, SIR. 
WE HAVE, HOWEVER, A VERY NICE THING IN CUFFS WHICH MIGHT DO." 


Nine-thirty found him at the Wool- 
worth Building where ап express 


` elevator flashed him up twenty stories 


to where Beers, Bevan & Charterhouse 
occupied a whole floor at an annual 
rental which would have maintained a 
working man's family in luxury from 
the cradle to the grave. 

Arrived at their offices, he entered a 
circular room furnished in red leather 
and mahogany, where the clients were 
accustomed to wait until they could see 
one of the sixty-three lawyers who 
conducted the business of the firm. An 
uncrowned queen with bobbed, blonde 
hair too good to be true, had charge of this 
room. A scorn for all mankind showed 


in every contour of her laboriously 
lovely face, from her hand-picked 
eyebrows to her lip-sticked mouth, 
only a faint and regular motion of the 
latter showing that she was still human 
enough to require that stimulus which 
chews but never inebriates. 

Bobbie bounced back from the in- 
difference of her attitude as one might 
from a locked and hand-painted door. 
Not until he had filled in a form con- 
taining his name, address and the 
nature of his business, did she consent 
to even plug in to the private telephone 
of Mr. Charterhouse, who had charge of 
the negotiations. 

“Tell him, too,” said Bobbie, much 
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irritated by the delay, “that I had 
measles when I was four and that 
my favourite flower is heliotrope. I 
weigh——” 

* Mr. Charterhouse is in consulta- 
tion,” she interrupted him coldly. 

* Exactly," returned Bobbie. “ Quite 
so. That is the identical consultation 
which I have travelled twelve miles to 
attend. It will be a favour to me if 
you kindly send in my name without 
further procrastination, diversion or 
delay.” 

Thus urged, the queen of the waiting- 
room at last consented to give his name 
to Mr. Charterhouse’s secretary with the 
result that, to her manifest discontent, 
Mr. Pomeroy was immediately con- 
ducted through the sacred inner door 
by a special messenger sent for that 
purpose. 

Once arrived at Mr. Charterhouse's 
private office, he found gathered there 
divers and sundry lawyers whom he had 
met in Court and throughout many long- 
drawn-out negotiations. At such times 
their relations had often been so strained 
that they cracked. Frequently they 
had explained at length to unimpressed 
judges that Aunt Maria was a financial 
Shylock who, by insisting upon her 
pound of flesh—or, rather, slice of 
melon—was reducing the wages of the 
working classes and raising the price 
of the necessities of life; and that her 
grasping disposition in refusing to sur- 
render her holdings for about half of 
their value should be sternly rebuked 
by due process of law. As for Bobbie 
himself they indicated that he was but 
little better than а hired rough and a 
hold-up artist. 

For his part Mr. Pomeroy had often 
publicly inferred his regret that his 
client had been forced by the exigencies 
of business to be connected, even 


Indirectly, with such an aggregation of 


highwaymen as were attempting to rob 


-her of her competence. 


All these and similar amenities were 
to-day buried and forgotten. Eminent 
members of New York, Massachusetts 
and Pennsylvania bars shook Bobbie’s 
hand cordially and indicated the extreme 
pleasure which his presence at the 
conference afforded them singly, in 
which pleasure Mr. Pomeroy recipro- 
cated, expressing his regret that un- 
foreseen circumstances should have made 
him late. 

Then ensued a tense silence, broken 
only by the soothing voice of Mr.Charter- 
house. 

* We would have waited for you, Mr. 
Pomeroy,” he purred, “ but felt sure 
that some accident had detained you. 
ЇЇ you had been here we should, of 
course, have asked you first, as the 
most recent of the counsel representing 
the interest now so happily merged, to 
indicate what you regarded as a proper 
compensation for your efficient and 
esteemed services." : 

Ten thousand was on the tip of 
Bobbie's tongue but, by some saving 
grace, stayed there. 

"In your absence," continued Mr. 
Charterhouse, ingratiatingly, * we took 
the liberty of fixing your fee, to be paid 
either in cash or in preferred stock at 
par as you prefer, in the sum of "—and 
he paused impressively—“ fifty thousand 
dollars ! ” he finished loudly. | 

Bobbie was unable to suppress a 
slight swallow. 

“ Of course," continued Mr. Charter- 
house regarding him keenly, “аз this 
was done in your absence, we want you 
to feel perfectly free to advise us if the 
amount is not satisfactory," and he 
paused questioningly. 

As Bobbie looked round the little 
group, he noted that they were all 
regarding him with a somewhat strained 
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Drawn by Frank Whitburn. ' 

Oldest InhabitanUs Wife: “ You OUGHT TO BE ASHAMED O' YOURSELF, YOU OUGHT, SWILLIN' BEER 
WI’ STRANGERS ALL DAY гома!” 

Culprit (significantly) : * Now, THEN, MARIA, YOU GO STEADY! IF YOU AIN'T (RIO) VERY OAREFUL, 
Гг, (Hro) LET IT OUT THAT І B'AINT THE OLDEST INHABITANT, AFTER ALL." 
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Drawn by Leslie Р, Marchant, 
Lady (to horse dealer): “WE WANT A NICE, QUIET, HEALTHY, YOUNG HORSE—A-——ER——PRE-WAR 
ONE, IF POSSIBLE ! 


attention; no one there save Mr. Charter- 
house seemed disposed to meet his eye. 
Beneath a chubby and guileless exterior 
young Mr. Pomeroy concealed a con- 
siderable amount of wariness which never 
stood him in better stead than at that 
moment. 

* I am compelled to say, Mr. Charter- 
house,” he said at last steadily, “ that 
the amount is not at all what I expected.” 

A little ripple of restlessness seemed 
to pass round the table. 

“© It is not?” repeated Mr. Charter- 
house uneasily. 

“ No," returned Bobbie truthfully ; 
“ it is not.” 


There was another instant of tingling ` 


silentness which was suddenly broken 
by the rough voice of burly old John 


Jackson, the head of the firm of Jackson 
and Doster of Pittsburgh, who repre- 
sented the Pittsburgh Pressed Steel 
Company and had been the one who had 
fought Bobbie hardest and denounced 
him the most bitterly during the merger 
proceedings. 

“Look here, Charterhouse,” he ob- 
served sonorously, “ what's the use of 
tryin’ to hold up the kid. Give him the 
same cut of one hundred thousand as the 
test of us. God knows he fought us hard 
enough to deserve it.” 

" That's right, that’s right," agreed 
James B. Lowell, of the Boston Man- 
ganese Steel Company, and his mask-like 
face looked almost human as it broke 
into a smile. 

Little murmurs of assent began to go 
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Golfer : “ PooR OLD JONES SEEMS TO HAVE GONE COMPLETELY OFF HIS MASHIE." 


Visitor (who has never played golf in his life): “ Goop Lorp! 


Is THAT REALLY SO? D'vou KNOW, 


I ALWAYS THOUGHT THE FELLOW WAS A BIT PECULIAR!” 


round the shimmering table, and Mr. 
Charterhouse capitulated. 

“It is my duty, gentlemen," he 
explained, “as the general solicitor of 
this new company, to save it all the 
money I can, but if you all feel this way in 
regard to Mr. Pomeroy’s compensation, I 
shall certainly not oppose his coming in 
on the same basis as the rest of us.” 

Barbara had gone to bed that evening 
before Bobbie got home, but she did not 
require much waking. 

* What did you get ? " she questioned 
as soon as he came in. 

* Not what I expected,” returned 
Bobbie dolefully. 

* That's what you get for lying in 


bed," moralized Mrs. Pomeroy. “ No 
one can be always late and succeed. 
No runabout for little Barbara. But 
anyway, dear," she suddenly broke oft, 
stretching out a pair of adorable arms 
towards him, ` I love you terribly, late 
and lazy as you are." 

All further conversation was drowned 
in the crackling of а brand new certificate 
for one thousand shares of preferred 
seven per cent. cumulative stock of the 
Amalgamated Steel Produets Company 
which Bobbie suddenly unfolded with 
explanations before Barbara’s astonished 
eyes. And what had begun as a profit- 
able season of exhortation and reproof 
degenerated into a mere petting party. | 
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By JouN ANTHONY 


HEARD the story in a small 
Surrey village, with a blazing fire 
in the old tap-room and a mug 
of good Guildford ale in front 
of me. 
The ancient man who told it put 
down his mug with a satisfied noise, and 
lit a little, black clay pipe. 


" Dirty weather to-night,” he said, | 


and for a moment he turned his old 
eyes on me. 

I agreed. 

* Still, it might be worse,” he went on. 
“ You never get what I call real weather 
about here at all For downright 
weather, give me Alaska. You get it in 
chunks there.” 

“You know Alaska?” I asked in 
surprise. 

“Ten years there!” he said briefly, 
and emptied his pot carefully. 

I beckoned to the landlord, who was 
a discreet soul. 

“ One of the worst nights I remember 
was the night Jane Smith came to Red 
Gulch. That was a night ! > 

The landlerd brought his ale and he 
drank. 

~ Jane Smith 2? I 
ingly. 

" Yes," he said, with a chuckle. “ As 
pretty a little bit of goods as ever I soe. 
Alighted from the Forty Mile coach as 
if a woman—and a pretty "un at that— 
was the most ordinary thing in the world 
at Red Gulch. Excepting the saloon- 
keeper's missus—somewhere about sixty 
—and one or two Indian squaws, there 
wasn’t a petticoat in the place. I saw 
her myself and I helped her in with her 
box. Old Lafontain, who kept the 
saloon, stood gazing, mouth wide open, 
as she came in. 


queried encourag- 


“¢Ts there a lady 'ere ?' " she asked 
in a genteel voice. 1 

"There's my wife, if that’s wot you 
mean, miss,  Lafontain said. · * "ге, 
Marie!’ he called. ‘Lady wants to 
see you!’ 

“Mrs. Lafontain looked the new- 
comer up and down, and I could see she 
took to her at once. 

“ “Тат setting up in Red Gulch,’ the 
girl explained, * as a teacher and letter- 
writer. Ihave heard that a great many 
of the miners can neither read nor write, 
and I think there should be an excellent 
opening. Can I have & room in the 
hotel 2° ‘ 

“ Both the Lafontains were pleased to 
hear their ram-shackle old place called 
an hotel, and Mrs. Lafontain agreed at 
once. I carried ’er box upstairs and 
dumped it down in a little bedroom on 
the first floor. ‘Thank you so much,’ 
she said. ‘What do I owe you 2° 
She took out a little purse and stood 
with it in her hand. 

“* Nothing, mum,’ I said, short-like. 
For I was а bit'urt. I was a miner and 
not a beastly porter. And the idea of 
taking money from a pretty girl like 
she was 'urtful. 

“< Oh, of course, І oughtn’t to have 
offered,’ she said. ‘I’m so sorry, but 
teally I’m such a stranger.’ 

* * Don’t you say another word, miss,’ 
I said. 

“ She was that pretty standing there, 
blushing and looking confused, that I 
would have forgiven her anything. It 
was more than worth it to. watch her 
blush. I don’t think anyone had 
blushed in Red Gulch for years before 


that, though a good many of us 'ad 
cause enough. 
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Drawn by Wal Law. 


Club Member (jocularly) : * HaLLo, Box! COME TO FEED THE FLAMES AGAIN ! 


HAYE TO МОҮК FOR YOU." 


Boy (seriously) : “ ТнАт'з ALL RIGHT, SIR. NO NEED TO MOVE; 


“ The news flew round the Gulch. A 
girl, & white girl, and a pretty one! 
Everybody was talking about it that 
night at Lafontain’s place, and suddenly 
in the midst of it all she came in. She 
"ad been out, it appeared, to look at the 

‘firs in the moonlight. "Everybody 
Stopped talking, but she never said a 
word. She went straight through to 
the private part of the place. Dick 
Jones—he was always a smart kind of 
chap—managed to open the door for 
"er, and she thanked 'im with a little 
bow. It left him most untalkative for 
the rest of the evening, and once 'e 
complained of the language. It was a 
thing as 'ad never been done before, 


PI 


I SUPPOSE I SHALL 


I CAN EASILY MANAGE.” 


complaining about language, but it 
shows the wonderful ‘effect of a good 
woman, as old Judge Mayhew, who had 
been married three times and ought to 
have known and whose language was 
the choicest in the Gulch, said. The 
Judge also said that he couldn’t see 
what it was to do with Dick Jones, who 
'ad better leave morals to his betters. 

" The next night it was funny, al- 
though nobody laughed. Everybody 
had got clean shirts on and had cleaned 
their boots. Colonel Jimmins, who was 
the richest man in the Gulch, had put 
on a white, stiff collar, but half-way 
through the evening it was so warm he 
took it off, 'aving thought better of it, 
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Angry Diner : * Рм THOROUGHLY DISGUSTED. 
IT AT ALL!" 
Sympathetic Waiter : * NOR ME NEITHER, SIR. 


and put it in his pocket. The two 
partners who lived in a cabin just out- 
side the town 'ad cut each other's hair 
and looked very odd, because neither 
had done 'is best with the other. But 
she didn’t come that night. Every- 
body pretended to be ‘thinking of some- 
thing else and nobody got drunk 
excepting One-Eyed Bill but, as he 
hadn't been sober for five years, 'e 
didn't count, properly speaking. 

“The next morning there was a 
notice outside the saloon, Jane Smith, 
Teacher and Letter- Writer, neatly painted 
on a bit of board. I ’ad wanted to 
write home for a long time, and I went 
in. She was sitting at a little table and 
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A TROUSER BUTTON IN MY SOUP! I CAN’T UNDERSTAND 


WE ONLY EMPLOYS FEMALES IN THE KITCHEN HERE." 


I explained to "er that I couldn't write 
—at least not well enough for a letter 
that would go six thousand miles—and 
I told 'er what I wanted putting down. 
I wanted to get off that beastly letter 
and talk about other things, but she 
wouldn't 'ave any. When I was done, 
I asked 'er how much, and she said a 
dollar. It was cheap, I thought, but 
at the end of 16 she brought the inter- 
view to a close in a very business-like 
way and I went out. Judge Mayhew 
was reading the notice; 'e knew jolly 
well that I could write and I knew 
'e could. 

** Ah I" he said. * Гуе got a little 
secretarial work I want doing, and in 
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he popped. Неа got a sheaf of papers 
with him. A little later I saw Colonel 
Jimmins making 'is way there with 
more papers and shortly aíter several 
others, all of 'oom 'ad papers and looked 
more business-like than they had ever 
been in their lives. No man ever was 
as business-like as the Colonel looked. 
* And so it went on. 
“She was a cute “un, if you like. If 
& bloke like me went in, an ordinary 
miner I mean, she wrote the letter in 
&bout three minutes, but if the Judge 
or the Colonel was there, it was a 
different matter. They were the two 
riehest men for miles around, and every- 
one at the Gulch thought that she 
meant to marry one or the other of 
them. As a matter of fact, I think she 
could have married any blessed man in 
the camp, but she kept them all at 
arm's length. ‘A model of womanly 
virtue, the Judge said one evening, and 
he glared at the Colonel, whose reputa- 
tion was a bit shop-soiled. 

" The Colonel replied that all he 
hoped was that she would never be a 
man's fourth wife, that she deserved a 
better fate and that he believed she 
would have a better fate. 

^ Both men wanted very badly to 
settle it out of hand, but since Jane 
Smith came along they had stopped 
carrying pistols, as she disliked them, 
and said that men who carried them 
were barbarie. Gentlemen, she said, 
never carried such things. So all the 
two old gentlemen could do was to 
glare. The others who were out of it 
used to egg them on. It was funny, 
because they were both so jolly serious 
over it. š 

“She distributed her favours very 
fairly between the two. If the Colonel 
was allowed to give her а bracelet, you 
could bet yer snow shoes that the Judge 
would be made equally happy by her 


accepting a brooch. Them two men 
went io extremes in getting her stuff. 
Not а boat came in from the South but 
contained consignments for them made 
up of things what had never been near 
the Arctic Circle before. 

“It appeared that she had come 
North because of heavy losses which her 
family had sustained: that the great 
object of her work and hardship was to 
make life a little easier for the dear 
ones she had left behind. The Colonel 
said it was “touching, and the Judge 
said that it was ‘womanly and noble,’ 
but the main thing was that pretty Jane 
was soon in a position to help her dear 
ones, which was, we all thought, as it 
should be. 

The way she kept them at arm’s 
length was wonderful. They fairly 
showered things on her, but neither got 


any forrader. All she wanted to be 
was their good friend, she told them. 
The Colonel sighed and the Judge 
sighed, but both remained—to their 
intense disappointment — her good 


friends. Both proposed regularly. It 
was the joke in the camp, if you met one 
or the other of them in their best rig, 
to ask what the answer was. And it 
was safe, too, for neither dared carry 
pistols. 

“The boys used to bet on it. If the 
Colonel looked particularly glum it 
would be five to four on the Judge, and 
once when the Judge paid for drinks all 
round three times in succession, it 
touched three to one on him. The two 
men never spoke to each other, and to 
watch their hands go to their hip- 
pockets automatically when they met 
was real funny. I say they never spoke 
to each other, but that ain’t quite 
correct. Sometimes they met in Jane’s 
toom—what she called her office. There 
they had to be polite and talk. Both 
of them would be Wearing stiff clothes, 
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The Stranger: * IsN'r RUGBY RATHER A BRUTAL GAME?” 


The Other: “ BRUTAL ! 
BLACK EYE.” 


I SHOULD sav IT WAS. 


WHY, A FELLOW IN THE GRAND STAND GAVE ME THIS 


and would sit very uncomfortable and 
upright, and just be polite and say what 
a clear day it had been and so on, and 
the Judge would wonder when the ice 
would break, and the Colonel would 
think it would in about five weeks. 

** And all the time Jane Smith would 
sit and look from one to the other with 
those blue eyes of hers and say how 
lovely it was for a girl to have two such 
kind and staunch friends. And how it 
made life worth living. 

* Neither of them would go and leave 
the other behind, so they always went 
together." She would say good-bye to 
both of them at the door, and they 
would walk away. At the end of the 
track they would just glare and then part. 


“With the break-up of the ісе, 
people could get into, and out of, Red 
Gulch more easily, and it was about 
that time that Jane Smith announced 
to the two men that she would give 
her decision on the coming Thursday 
evening. They were both to attend to 
hear the verdict. It was more than 
human flesh and blood could stand, and 
both the love-sick swains carefully 
cleaned their revolvers on the fatal 
night. Each had made up his mind 
that, if he was the loser, there was going 
to be some shooting, for both were 
convinced that life without Jane Smith 
wasn't worth living. 
|" Eight o'clock was the appointed 
hour, and to the minute the Colonel and 
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Friend : * WHAT ON EARTH DO YOU WANT WITH THAT ARTIFICIAL LEG ?" 


The Pessimist : 5 BOUGHT їг AT А SALE, OLD CHAP—COLOSSAL BARGAIN, 


KNOWS, YOU know!” 


AND, AFTER ALL, ONE NEVER 


the Judge turned up. They were polite 
to each other, and each insisted that 
the other should enter the little side 
door first. In the end the Colonel went 
first, and he knocked gently at the door 
at the end of the passage. Both men 
waited, then the Colonel knocked again. 
Still no reply; he knocked a little 
louder. 

~ * Better go in, suggested the Judge. 

“They did so. The lamp was lit 
but the room was empty. It looked 
empty, real empty. The fire wasn’t lit. 

"'Bhe's gone!’ said the Judge. 
*But whats that?' he went on. He 
pointed to a letter on the table and, 
picking it up, he saw that it was 
addressed, “То my two kind friends.’ 


“© Better open it!’ said the Colonel. 

“Together they peered over it in the 
lamplight. 

"* [ cannot decide between you, she 

had written. * You have both been so 

kind to me. 

“5 You must forgive me, but I 
cannot marry you both and, if I marry 
one, I shall be haunted by the other’s 
misery. So I am going away. By the 
time you get this I shall have gone. 
Forgive me and forget your broken- 
hearted—Jane.’ 
£ < Well, that’s that!’ said the Judge. 
“* Bother!’ said the Colonel, or 

words to that effect anyway. 
СЭ We've been down brown, my son!’ 
said the Judge. 
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Vicar: “I SEE YOU'VE PUT WILLIE IN LONG TROUSERS.” 


Mother г “ WELL, NOT FER REG'LAR, SIR. 
“в AIN'T GOT ON." 


“*T think we had better tell the 
boys what she said in the letter, the 
other pointed out. ‘ Because if we don't, 
there will be some laughing.’ 

< There wont!’ said the Judge, 
and he drew out his revolver. 

**So've I!’ said the Colonel, and 
produced his. ‘When the boys see 
these, there won’t be much mirth.’ 

“ And the two men shook hands. 

ж ж ж жш 

<“ But the joke came three months later. 
Two of the North-West Mounted Police 
came to Red Gulch, and in the saloon 
that night one of them produced a golden- 
coloured wig for the boys’ inspection. 
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‘THEM TROUSERS IS ONLY TEMP'RY TO ПРЕ THE SOCKS WOT 


"* Young varmint, he said. * Гей 
us a pretty dance. Been doing sily old 
jossers all over the place. Nearly nabbed 
him in Kyiuk City, but just missed 
him. Dresses up as a gal, and makes 
an uncommon fine one, too. Ever seen 
him around 'ere? ° 

“< Мо!" said the Judge firmly, and 
as both he and the Colonel 'ad their 
'ands in their "ip-pockets, nobody saw 
fit to contradict them.” 

The ancient emptied his pot neatly 
as he finished the story. 

* Yes, as I was saying," he said. 
* For real weather, give me Alaska all 
the time." 


NATURE STUDIES 


THE RIGHT HON. SIR JOHN ALLSEBROOK SIMON, K.C.V.O., Р.С K.C., МР. 


Born as recently as eighteen seventy-three, 
Our Subject gravitated from Fettes College, Edinburgh, 
To Oxford University, where he gained 
Considerable academic distinction and was elected 
President of the Oxford Union. 
Twenty-five years ago, he was called to the Bar, 
Where his rise was rapid, 
For he was appointed one of His Majesty's Counsel 
In nineteen hundred and eight. 
Two years earlier, he entered Parliament 
As Liberal Member for Walthamstow, 
A Division he represented 
For over twelve years, 
During which period he was made Solicitor-General 
And afterwards appointed Attorney-General. 
At the last General Election 
He was returned, by an increased majority, 
As Liberal Member for the Spen Valley, 
So that he now constitutes 
Approximately two and a half per centum 
Of the sadly depleted Liberal Party 
Now sitting in the House of Commons. 
Apart from strong Free Trade principles, 
Our Study was, until recently, 
Reported to be obsessed 
By a violent antipathy 
For Mr. David Lloyd George. 
And, though these two are supposed 
Mutually to have buried the hatchet, 
There are some who look forward 
To an interesting phase of political life, 
In view of the fact that Mr. Asquith is removed from the House, 
leaving David his prima facie successor, 
With naught for the Subject of this Nature Study 
But the ill-fitting mantle of Jonathan. 
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HEY were married and, as Joan 
herself said, settled down. The 
latter phrase is also used when 
a ship sinks, although the 

connection between the two events is 
obscure. 
Nor six weeks the marriage was a 
triumphant success, but the day came 
when Joan decided to make apricot jam. 
It is notoriously unwise to take any 
part in a misunderstanding between 
young married people, but it must be 
placed on record that Robert was partly 
to blame. Indeed, it was almost wholly 
his fault, for Joan would probably never 
have thought of making the jam in 
question if he had not so often referred 
to the delicious apricot preserve his 
mother used to make. There are men 
like that. Apart from it, they may be 
honest, well-meaning fellows, pay their 
tailors and be good citizens, but there is 
just that one weakness : they will talk of 
the apricot jam their dear mothers used 
to make. 
Aunt Sadie of Happy Homes, too, was 
to blame. She was, as those quaint 
lawyers say, an accessory before the 
fact. She ran the “help” column in 
our bright little contemporary, and 
undertook to give advice to young 
housekeepers on any mortal question. 
Her recipes were admirable. А really 
excellent floor-polish, inadvertently de- 
scribed as face-cream, was not altogether 
successful, it is true, but possibly it was 
4 printers error. Aunt Sadie, unlike 
most aunts, usually wore an ancient 
tweed suit and smoked a still more 
ancient pipe; her beard was a joy to 
the devotees of a game recently and 
deservedly defunct. But you would 
never think so, to read her helpful 
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weekly articles. Хог would you suspect 
that the distinguished lady was the 
greatest authority in Fleet Street on 
beer. The latter fact, it was whispered, 
was the real cause of the little slip over 
the floor-polish. 

Joan always found Aunt Sadie very 
wise and helpful, and it was in her 
column that she read all about the 
making of apricot jam. 

It was delicious even to read, and it 
appeared to be very cheap. You used 
dried apricots. “ Take three pounds of 
the fruit,” incited Auntie, “ and soak 
them in water for forty-eight hours. . . .” 
And so on, in Auntie’s well-known style. 
Dear little Joan, like a dutiful niece, 
did as she was bidden. Having “ taken ” 
three pounds of the fruit, she was faced 
with the problem of what to put it in to 
soak. Auntie had said nothing about this. 

Joan gave the matter considerable 
thought and decided on the preserving 
pan, as all the basins would be wanted 
during the forty-eight hours the apricots 
were to be in soak. 

When Robert reached home from 
the bank that evening, he was taken 
into the kitchen to admire the fruit 
undergoing the initial process of trans- 
ference into jam. Не was delighted 
with what his little wife had done, 
particularly as the preserving pan was 
a present from an aunt on his side and 
had not, up to that juncture, been used. 
The fruit, too, seemed commendably 
patient under the drastic treatment to 
which it was being subjected. 
in the morning there was a slight 
tinge of green in the contents of the pan. 
A pleasant green, you understand. By 
the evening it was a more decided, but 
still a pleasant green. It was curious, 
although, as Joan pointed out, the 
colour was most artistic. 

The following morning the green was 
even greener. 
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Drawn by Lunt Roberts. 
Father: “ Now, TOMMY, WILL YOU PLEASE say GRACE?" - 
Tommy: “Wat! AGAIN! BUT Гук SAID GRACE OVER THIS JOINT THREE TIMES ALREADY. 


Joan was worried. There was nothing 
in Aunt Sadie's recipe about green. 
Robert, consulted on the point, suddenly 
whistled. 

~“ Dm afraid that's torn it," he said. 

“Torn it?” Joan asked in amaze- 
ment. 

^ Em afraid so, sweetheart. I should 
have warned you. The preserving pan 
is made of copper, and the acid in the 
fruit acting on it, has, as it were, acted 
on it... .” 

This was disaster. 
wept. 

Robert rose magnificently. He tasted 
one of the apricots. 

* It isn’t bad,” he said bravely. “А 
bit tart, perhaps. But I don't think 


Joan very nearly 


we should—er—eat them. They're not 


bad,” he hastened to add. 


" But—but what shall I do with 
them 2? 

Robert wiped his mouth surrepti- 
tiously. 

“Don’t worry," he said. “Its all 
experience. Pll get some more. We'll 


have to throw these away, I’m afraid.” 
`` And then the dustmen will see them 
and grin,’ wailed Joan. “And Mrs. 
Murgle will grin too.” (Mrs. Murgle was 
the charlady.) “ You—you shouldn’t 
have tasted them,” she went on. “ Sup- 
posing you were to be poisoned ——” 
" TII tell you what, my darling. ТЇЇ 
bury them. "They'll be jolly good for 
the garden. They will, really. In 
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Curate (just returned from holiday) : * AND HOW 15 Mn. Фохкз 2 


Сор I ses шм?” 


Parishioner (mournfully) : © Рм AFRAID YOU'LL NEVER SEE POOR МЕ. JONES AGAIN, Sin, He's GONE 


TO Heaven!” 


Australia they use up the surplus erop 
like that. Awfully valuable, for the 
land. Look at the magnificent Australian 
fruit at Wembley!” 

And he did. He took them out as 
dusk was deepening into evening and 
buried them beneath the apple tree. 
He was very funny about it and called 
them * the body " ; but Joan, although 
she made a brave attempt, could not 
smile. 

The next day he fell sick, so sick that 
he returned earlier than he usually did 
from the bank. He complained of a 
headache, and was feverish. 

It dawned on Joan with devastating 
suddenness that it was the result of 
tasting the tainted apricot. The green 
was poison—verdigris or arsenic or 


something. She insisted on his going 
to bed and the doctor being sent for. 

The doctor was very grave. Doctors 
nearly always are. He conveyed the 
idea, as he always did, that he had been 
sent for just in time. He was non- 
committal. It might be the apricots. 
It might not. The patient was to be 
kept warm. . . . He would send medi- 
cine and call again in the morning. 

But during the night the patient 
became worse. 

There were spots. Small but un- 
mistakable spots. Many of them. 

Ptomaine poisoning ! 

The awful thought chilled Joan. 
might even die . . . her Robert! 
she had meant it all so well... . 

The doctor found a very white, but a 
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Optimistic Castaway (blissfully unconscious of what is happening overhead): “I'LL SOON THINK OF À 
WAY OUT OF THIS. SOMETHING IS BOUND TO STRIKE ME IN A SECOND.” 


very brave Joan when he arrived in the 
morning, a Joan desperately calm and 
prepared for the worst. 

He was even graver. Doctors are 
always graver in the morning. He 
hemmed and he ha-ed; he asked ques- 
tions, felt pulse, looked at tongue, 
contemplated spots and then pronounced 
the verdict. 

“ Measles.” 

. Joan broke down completely. 

“But, my dear Mrs. Merridew, it’s 
not serious! He'll Бе ав right as rain 
in a few days. АП that is required is 
warmth... .” 

“You don’t understand. I’m glad, 
glad, glad. Т thought I'd poisoned him 
with some jam I was making." 


“yew Áo 


—— ——— MÀ —. 


** There, there,” said the doctor gently. 

He understood; he'd been in practice 
for thirty years and had seen young 
wives before. He always said, “ There, 
there . . .”’ in such cases. 

And so you see justice was done. 

The measles were clearly sent as a 
punishment because Robert had talked 
so much about the jam his dear mother 
used to make. 

And even Aunt Sadie, that accessory 
before the fact, did not escape. Perhaps, 
indeed, the punishment meted out to 
lim was even worse than measles. But 
this is a realistic record and one must 
not tamper with the truth, however 
painful it may be. Aunt Sadie became 
an editor. 
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He was known as the Camberwell Kid, 


But his wife grabbed his ear 


Saying, “ Come along ‘оте "—and he did! 


Drawn by C. Ambler. 
THE CAMBERWELL KID. 
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INSIDIOUS SENTIMENT 


Bv E. Авхот ROBERTSON 


DO not think that anyone besides 

myself realised, in the first few 

days after Herbert joined our 

staff, that something unusual had 
happened. It is often so with the 
coming of great prophets and sages. 
Besides, we were inured to new office 
boys ; hardened by a long succession of 
them. Herbert's immediate predecessor 
had left us on account of a little matter 
of missing stamps, and the one before, 
because of an incorrigible habit of using 
the telephone in my private office for 
the laying of small bets during lunch 
hour, giving my name and the firm's 
address as guarantee. 

We had decided, before Herbert came 
among us, not to engage another office 
boy. We did not really need one, and 
it was essential to cut down the staff 
as much as possible at that time, as the 
business was on the edge of bankruptcy. 
Our outlook was almost at its gloomiest 
when old Sir Maurice Sheniker asked me 
to take on his son Herbert as office boy. 

* But why as office boy, Sir Maurice ? ? 
I objected. < Surely it is hardly a suit- 
able position for a boy who will even- 
tually inherit—though not for many 
years, we hope——” $ 

" Why?" Sir Maurice leant across 
my desk and ‘almost deafened me. 
“ Because my son is going to start at 
the very beginning, sir! On the first 

rung of the ladder, sir! As I did !^ 

“ Well, of course, if you really wish it, 
I have no doubt it can be arranged." 

There were two reasons why it was 
expedient for me to humour Sir Maurice. 
One was that he was the wealthiest 
man with an interest in the company, 
and the other was that I had seen a 
good deal of his daughter, Claire, the 


previous summer and, though my reason 
told me that, as a penniless junior partner 
in a company which was about to smash, 
{ was a fool to think of her at all, I 
was too much of a fool to listen to my 
reason. 

“ A salary of thirty shillings a week 
seems absurd under the circumstances,” 
I said, = and yet I am afraid I сант 
see my way to offer more." 

“Salary? Pooh! Doesn't matter. 
Wish it did!" He brought his hand 
down on the desk and a large drop of 
ink rose from the inkpot and spread 
itself over the signed stock transfer in 
front of me. ^ That boy's mother left 
him five thousand а year. Silly woman; 
very silly. For immediate possession, 
too. Tied it up so that I can’t keep it 
for him until he’s of age. Manages it 
himself now. I don’t know what he 
does with it, but it seems to be in- 
creasing! Just had another garage 
built to his own design because our 
old one wouldn't hold my car and 
Claire's two-seater as well as his own 
two. Money like that's enough to ruin 
any boy. ГЇЇ keep his nose to the 
grindstone till he's twenty-one though. 
lIl send him on Monday. That right ? ^ 

“Very wel. And—er—Miss Sheni- 
ker, I hope she's well ? ^ 

ГМ Eyes. At least, I think so. 
Been a bit mopish lately. Nerves, of 
course. All women have јет, Very 
irritating. Just like her mother. Why 
don't you come up to the house as 
you did in the summer? Haven't seen 
you for a long while, my boy." 

"I know. As a matter of fact, I’ve 
been more than usually busy, sir.” 

It was true, but it was not pressure 
of work which had kept me away. 
Matters between Claire and myself had 
reached that state when I knew that if 
Т saw any more of her I should propose 
to her. In my financial position I had 
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“T SAY, NURSE, HOW DO THE HENS KNOW THE EXACT SIZE OF OUR EGG-CUPS 7” 


no right to ask any woman to marry me, 
least of all a girl like Claire, with plenty 
of money of her own. 

So Herbert drifted into the office at the 
beginning of the following week. 

I knew him little more than by sight. 
He had been at a public school until a 
few weeks ago and, when I had called 
to see Claire during his holidays, he 
had not evinced any more interest in 
me than in the flock of other young 
men who came on the same errand. 
There was something aloof and slightly 
contemptuous in his manner which for- 
bade the patronising generosity generally 
meted out to young brothers by men 
in my condition. 

He was pale and delicately made, 
rather below the average height for 


fifteen, the age at which his father had 
begun to earn his own living. 

Any woman would have noticed, 
when he came into my room in the 
office, that he was neat in attire, but 
it required a man's knowledge of man's 
dress to appreciate the perfection of his 
clothes. His tie, neither coffee-coloured 
nor fawn, but an indefinite neutral 
shade that yet held something of the 
two, led the eye towards the handker- 
chief in his breast pocket. It was of the 
same hue with the difference of perhaps 
half a tone in additional depth of brown. 
The same space of colouring, always 
deepening, separated the shade of the 
handkerchief from the predominant 
colour of the excellent suit, There 
was a darker graining in the material, 
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He: “ HORRIBLE BORE, ISN'T IT, AN AFFAIR LIKE THIS?” 
She: “ ARE YOU AWARE THAT I AM THE HOSTESS ? ” 
He: "INDEED! I RATHER WONDERED WHY YOU MANAGED TO STICK 17!” 
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which was repeated by the socks; 
patent leather shoes, in the same pro- 
gression of brown, struck the deepest 
chord in this delightful harmony. The 
peculiar cut of the revers of the coat 
was a fashion which was not yet widely 
accepted, my tailor had told me seduc- 
tively, but would be the correct thing 
in a few weeks' time. 

“ Well, well, Herbert 1?” I said briskly, 
struck by the resemblance to his sister, 
noticeable in the exquisite girlish mouth 
and in the fair hair, which both of them 
parted in the middle. 

“ Good morning ! "' 

I could not detect any intentional 
coldness in his well modulated voice, 


but I felt suddenly that my greeting 
had been a little boisterous. 

“You will have to remember to call 
me ‘sir,’ you know, Herbert," I said, 
“now that I’m in a position to sack 
you!” 

I was always slightly humorous, 
though dignified, in my attitude towards 
our office boys. 

Herbert raised his eyes to mine, held 
them there for a moment, and then 
dropped his gaze to the level of my 
collar. A slight muscular contraction 
took place in his unemotional face, and 
then he averted his gaze as one who, 
being kindly disposed, will not willingly 
be witness to the shame of another. 
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I had rather liked my tie; to my 
mind it was bright, though not flam- 
boyant, but Herbert’s look convinced 
me that both it and my last remark 
were in execrable taste. 

“Is there anything," he asked, “ that 
you would like me to do, sir 27 

I gave him the odd jobs which had 
accumulated in the absence of an office 
boy and watched him pass into the 
outer office with his light, elastic step, 
conscious of a sense of disturbance. 
Was there or was there not on the air 
a faint, a very faint suggestion of the 
scent which I essociated with the One 
Woman in All the World? I dis- 
covered later that it was Herbert who 
had introduced this particular perfume 
to Claire’s notice. It was included in 
his special greaseless hair oil and the 
almost imperceptible fragrance that 
floated in my oflice for a long while after 
he had passed through it was a very 
real torture to me for several weeks 
to come. 

Memories interrupted my work until 
Sparling, my senior partner, came in, 
and we settled down to the hopeless 

| discussion of our prospects which took 
place nearly every morning. We were 
one of the many firms who had been 
hard hit by the Steady, deceitful rise 
in Russian cloth, early in the summer. 
Sparling had held back Cautiously for 
weeks and then bought largely just 
before Russian cloth suddenly deflated, 
leaving us heavily mortgaged to Соп- 
solidated Textiles Who, as usual, had 
sold out the day before the bottom 
dropped out of the market. The mort- 
gage, which had doubled our early 
Capital, was an affair of long standing 
that we had never troubled to take up, 
confident that we could meet a demand 
atanytime. Now Consolidated Textiles 
Were pressing for a payment that, in our 
present condition we could not raise. 


In three weeks they could foreclose if 
they wished, and there seemed very 
little doubt that they would do it. We 
were a young firm, extraordinarily 
successful except for that one fatal 
mistake, who had encroached a little 
on what they regarded as their own 
ground. Consolidated Textiles were 
known in the City for their hard-headed 
shrewdness and, rich as they were, it 
was no use expecting quarter. 

In Sparling’s morning mail was a 
letter from their solicitors refusing. on 
their behalf, our request for an extension. 

I sent 16 over to our solicitors by hand. 
It was Herbert's first errand. 

Past experience had taught me that 
there is an unofficial trade union for 
oflice boys, which lays down that if one 
of the members is used as mesenger, a 
quarter of a mile journey shall take 
half an hour or over; a half-mile 
journey will require at least an hour, 
while all distances of more than a 
mile must occupy the whole morning 
or afternoon. 

There was about three-quarters of a 
mile between our offices and those of 
our solicitors and, passing through the 
general office twenty minutes after I 
had handed him the note I found 
Herbert sitting reading in a corner. 

" Look here, young man," I said 
severely, “ why haven't you taken the 
letter I gave you 2” 

“Been!” ` Herbert 
words. 

" You've been?" I said ineredu- 
lously. I had never met a blackleg of 
the union. 

“ Taxi," he explained. 

“Оһ! Oh, I see.” 

He had been given sixpence from 
the petty cash for fares, There is no 
precedent for dealing with an office 
boy who takes taxis when he is sent out 
and pays for them out of his own pocket. 
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“Тив WORST OF OLD BIGGS IS THAT НЕ WILL TAKE HIS BUSINESS INTO HIS HOME.” 
“On! HE'S A LADDER MANUFACTURER, ISN'T HE?” 
" Yrs. EVEN HIS CHILDREN GO DOWN IN STEPS!’ 
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Јаше Effie (in background, seeing skeleton for the first біте): 
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LOOKS 'ARF STARVED ! 


I felt compelled to Say something to 
lighten the severity of my reproof. 

“ What literature do you patronise, 
Herbert?" I said afiably—' travel, 
adventure or sentiment 27 

“Sentiment?” echoed Herbert, as 
though he were unable to believe what 
he had heard. And then, changing his 
tone, he repeated the word “ SEN- 
TIMENT I” 

The ring of his voice as he sald it 
conveyed his views on the inexcusable 
indecency of sentiment more clearly 
than any denunciation could have done. 

Fervently I hoped Herbert would 
never discover that I was in love with 
lis sister. Abashed before the com- 
miseration in the Young eyes, I dropped 
mine for a second on to the volume 


THE POOR BLOKE 


" LUMME, Boys ! 


in his hand, The Financial Year Boot:. 
So it was not travel or adventure. I 
retreated then, having nothing else to say. 

As I have mentioned, I was the only 
person who realised in the early days 
of Herbert’s coming that anything out 
of the ordinary had happened to us. 
He moved gently through the office, 
doing his work in a way that attracted 
no attention, unvaryingly cold and 
polite to the typists who ordered him 
about at first and, later, when they 
discovered that he Was what they 
described as * Superior," assumed an 
unsuccessful coyness, 

It must have been quite à week 
before Sparling became aware of his 
existence at all. According to his 
father's instructions, I had not explained 
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Doctor : “ WELL, AND HOW IS THE PATIENT THIS MORNING, Mns. O'Hara ?" 


Mrs. O'Hara : “ BAD, вкпов ! 
SLAPE ! ” 


Herbert’s identity to my senior, who 
was far too preoccupied with our 
financial crisis to notice that we had 
acquired a new office boy. Some hint 
of trouble had crept abroad in spite 
of our careful secrecy and our various 
backers were clamouring for a statement 
of facts, if not for the return of the 
money entrusted to us. 

An explanation of our situation was 
the last thing we wanted while negotia- 
tions with Consolidated Textiles were 
still open, though there seemed very 
little chance of saving the business. 

We gave way at last under pressure, 
fixing the date of the private share- 
holders’ meeting for two days before the 
foreclosure was due. 


SHURE, HE'S KEPT HIMSELF AWAKE HALF THE NOIGHT TALKING IN HIS 


“Thank goodness that's settled!” 
said Sparling, with a shiver, for the fire 
in his office had gone out during the 
discussion which determined the date. 
“ We've still got three weeks’ grace." 

I rang for Herbert, whose duties in- 
cluded that of stoker to the office fires. 

“D’you see that, you lazy young 
scamp 2” Sparling snapped at him, 
pointing at the grate. “ Why haven't 
you been in to attend to it? D'you 
think I pay you good money to do 
nothing all day, eh ? Get it lighted at 
once." 

The edges of our tempers were 
sharpening under the strain of anxiety. 

Herbert, a symphony of dark blue and 
dove-grey that day, carried in a scuttle 
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of coal just as a call to our brokers, put 
in immediately after his delinquency 
was noticed, came through on the tele- 
phone. Speculation was a  side-line 
in which Sparling was generally very 
successful. 

“ Watson? Sparling speaking. I 
want you to sell up to £500 worth 
Mexican oils and buy rubber. Buy——" 

“ Pardon me, sir, don't buy rubber," 
interrupted Herbert. 

He put the scuttle down and, with one 
hand raised in a detaining gesture, he 
searched in his trousers pocket with the 
other, producing a handful of small 
objects. It was the most boyish touch 
of which I ever knew him to be guilty : 
he had, I thought, from the evident care 
lavished on his clothes, long outgrown 
the miscellaneous collection habit. There 

Was a box of gramophone needles and 
the sparking plug of a car; some keys, 
a few coins and a pocket compass. 
From these and several other items 
which I could not Tecognise at the time, 
or remember now, he picked out a dirty 
curl of paper and straightened it, 
verifying the date by a glance at the 
calendar. 

“ Buy Shannons. Or, preferably, 
Meridian plated steel. Excuse me,” he 
added courteously, as he passed from 
the room to fetch kindling wood. 

It was all over before my senior or I 
had time to rally. Sparling stared 
dumbfounded for a second at the door 
that had closed softly behind our office 
boy, swallowed once or twice and finished 
his telephone message. 

“You got that about rubber?" he 
Said into the receiver and read out the 
list that we had prepared together. 

He turned to me when he had com- 
pleted his instructions. 

" That boy's mad! ГЇЇ sack him 
when he comes back.” 

Fortunately for Herbert, for me, for 


V d 


the business and, I hope, for Claire, 
Sparlings attention was fully engaged 
in an interview with our legal adviser 
when Herbert returned. 

Consolidated Textiles were unrelenting 
in their attitude and they had finally 
refused to consider our proposals of 
deferred payment. Like Herbert, they 
had no use for sentiment. Foreclosing 
on the original date, not quite four 
weeks ahead, they would take what 
they could from the wreckage. 

In the morning, the financial papers 
were too full of the unforeseen boom in 
those obscure shares, Meridian plated 
steel, to give more than a few words to 
the slight drop in rubber. Shannons 
had also soared. 

Sparling and I discussed the figures as 
they stood. Neither of us referred to 
yesterday’s curious occurrence concern- 
ing them. It seemed a remarkable 
coincidence. 

I was out nearly all the morning, 
leaving a message with Herbert that I 
should be in early from lunch if anyone 
called to see me. On my desk when 
1 returned at quarter-past two, I 
remember, was a message typewritten 
on one of the slips torn off Sparling’s 
memorandum block: * Buy all you can 
Eastern. Rails before 2.30. H.S.” Spar- 
ling’s Christian name was Henry. The 
leaving of messages on my desk when I 
was out, or he was pressed for time, was 

a habit of my partners. On the 
previous day a similar slip in his own 
handwriting had told me to sell out 
Norwegian timber, of which we held a 
good Italian lire was 
what he had written originally, but the 
words were crossed out and Norwegian 
timber printed above in small capitals. 


I bought 
boom began and we 
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Drawn by Edwin Morrow. 
The Lady ; * Y WONDER ТЕ YOU REMEMBER ME? TWENTY YEARS AGO YOU ASKED ME TO MARRY YOU," 
Absent-minded Professor (immersed in study) а “Он, YES. AND DID уоп?” 


had cleared two thousand pounds before of the mortgage, the thing might well 
the end of the week. have happened as I said and slipped his 
“ Good work!” commented Sparling mind. 
on the weekly balance sheet. He looked We spoke of Eastern Rails. 
up at me from under heavy eyebrows. “That was pure luck, sir," I said. 
“Your move in timber was certainly “I am not often in from lunch before 
very lucky but, all the same, I prefer to three o'clock, but it so happened that 
be consulted before you sell heavily on day that I was back in time to buy 
your own initiative," 
* But it was your Suggestion, sir!" about half-past two.” 
“ Nothing of the sort. 1 told you to “ How did you get on to it?” 
sell Italian lire. As things stand, it’s “How фат. 2 But you do re- 
a good thing you didn’t. Still.» member writing this I suppose ? > 
I reminded him of the amendment on I pulled the typewritten paper from 
the slip, but he had no recollection of it. my Cigarette case. Ава tule I destroyed 
1 was sure of my ground and eventually the instruction slips as soon as the sale 
he granted that, worried as he was by was effected and entered up, but I had 
our final failure to obtain an extension jotted private notes on the back of thif¥ 
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Drawn by A. E. Batchelor. 


"I 'EAR YOU 'AD A NARRER ESCAPE IN THAT DOSS-'OUSE FIRE, PErcy.” 


“I niD AN' ALL! 


ONE 0' THEM THERE FIREMEN SQUIRTED WATER WITHIN TWO FEET O' ME!" 


one. In them ‘Claire de lune’ was 
rhymed with ‘tune,’ an indication of 
the condition to which business and 
other troubles had reduced my mind. 

Sparling read the message and handed 
it back to ше. 

“ Either you're mad," he said, “ог 
I am. I shouldn't wonder if we both 
were a little, just now. І am practically 
certain I didn’t write that; and yet I 
must have done so.” 

The three weeks before the share- 
holders’ meeting were the most successful, 
from the financial point of view, that 
we had ever known. If my senior's 
brain was a little unhinged by anxiety, 
and there was every excuse for it, his 


business acumen was unimpaired. Some 
of our smaller deals he carried out him- 
self, but he was absent from the office 
& good part of the time, attempting to 
raise loans in other quarters, and in the 
majority of the bigger coups I bought 
according to written instructions. 

He denied responsibility for the slips 
stoutly at first; later, more doubtfully, 
with the air of a man not quite sure of 
himself. The advice was generally good 
and towards the last I ceased to question 
the origin, though I sometimes wondered 
if I wrote them myself in inspired mental 
lapses. Those were nerve wracking days, 
when I seemed to see the only thing worth 
having rapidly slipping out of my reach. 
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Ву the day of the shareholders’ meet- 
ing we were in a position to pay oft 
Consolidated Textiles, though it would 
leave us badly crippled and indebted to 
several well-disposed business houses for 
loans of considerable size. 

Neither Sparling nor I made any pre- 

tence of attending to business on the 
morning before the meeting. He, who 
had been the calmer of the two during 
the last few days, went to pieces just 
before the ordeal of explaining exactly 
how we stood to our private share- 
holders. Through the ground glass par- 
tition between our rooms I could see 
his shadow as he sat all the morning 
with his head in his hands, while I walked 
up and down waiting for the time to 
pass, looking at my watch at the end 
of every few turns. 

He lunched with me at the Club and 
I delayed our return purposely until a 
few minutes before we were due at the 
meeting. 

I jumped like а cat from sheer nerves 
at the tap on my door while I was 
arranging my papers for the last time. 

Herbert’s pleasing voice announced 
that his sister was in the waiting-room 
and would like to see me. 

“Claire? Claire here?” I said, al- 
most in a whisper. 

He nodded, examining his nails. 

“Herbert, I can’t see her. Im- 
possible, For Heaven's sake explain. 
Why, in five minutes I've got to be ata 
most important meeting——” 

I was almost panic-stricken. 

"I told her it was inconvenient. 
Silly ass insists on seeing you.” 

“Well, I simply can’t. Don’t you 
understand ? ” 
— Í had resumed my pacing, like a 
trapped animal. I stopped by him and, 
in the excitement of the minute, turned 
to him as a man and an equal. After 
all, he was her brother. 


“If I saw your sister now I should 
ask her to marry те. I couldn't help it. 
D’you know, I love her! > 

“ Do I know!” I was impervious to 
the scorn in my office boy’s voice. 
“Гуе had to tell her so every evening 
for weeks! She thought you didn't. 
Aren't girls funny? And it was so 
obvious, too. Better go down and fix up 
about marrying her. Won’t take you 
long. It’s four minutes to three.” 

“ Ask her to marry me now,” I said, 
laughing hysterically, “ when in four 
minutes: 2 

I stopped, remembering that there are 
limits to what one can confide to an 
office boy, even though his sister may be 
the most wonderful thing that ever 
happened. 

“ Er—if it's money that's worrying 
you, that’s all right, old chap. Had a 
little talk with Claire myself. "Textiles 
won't foreclose. Tell “ет so when you 
go down.” 

I caught him by the shoulder. 

“ What! How do you know?” 

He disengaged himself gently from 
the hand that was spoiling the hang of 
his coat at the shoulders and bent to 
right the waste-paper basket which I 
had kicked over without noticing it. A 
conscientious employee, Herbert, 

“Таш Textile's chief shareholder." 

“ You are ! > 

“Yes, practically all my capital’s 
there. Hold eighty per cent. of their 
preference shares. Naturally have some 
influence. Clever man Henderson "—he 
spoke of the managing director who had 
not vouchsafed Sparling an interview. 
* Can almost always rely on his advice 
Te investments. ГІІ settle it with him. 
He's a bit brusque with Strangers; quite 
a pleasant fellow with his intimates.” 

“ And part-owning one of the wealthi- 

est companies in the City, you come to 
us as office boy. Why 2” 
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Jones: “ Т USED TO KNOW THAT FELLOW JUST BEHIND YOU. CONC I Ww 
а: 
PEND HALF AN HOUR IN FRONT OF A GLASS! 


SPED AL U N N 
» 
Brown : “ So HAVE I—wWAITING FOR SOMEONE ТО FILL ІТ! 
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Drawn by Wal Law. 
Artist's Wife: “SHALL I COOK THE POTATOES IN THEIR JACKETS AGAIN, DEAR?” 
Artist: “No, LET'S HAVE THEM IN THE NUDE TO-DAY.” 


He shrugged his narrow shoulders. For the first time I saw Herbert ill at 
“ Dad insisted I must start somewhere ease. The pointed toe of one shoe traced 
like this, because he did. So I chose out the pattern of the carpet and a slight 


your office." flush appeared above the edge of his 
“Іш order to help us—me!” I said, collar and spread upwards into the pale 
with emotion in my voice. face. 
The authorship of the memo slips “ Oh, well!” he said. “ Fellow’s own 


signed H.S. and disclaimed by Sparling family, you know !—Better go down to 
was revealed to me. The information Claire, hadn't you? ГІ tell Sparling 
came from that astute business man about the foreclosure. You've only got 


Henderson, no doubt. three minutes left. As a matter of fact, 
Herbert made an indescribable noise you needn’t waste tirae proposing. Take 
combining negation with pity. it from me, she'll have you. Been 
" Think I act on sentiment ? Came  pining to, for weeks.” 
to make it worth foreclosing ! d My ofüce boy opened the door and 
hen why aren't you going to fore- held it for me politely as I hurried out 
close ? on my way to Claire. 
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Drawn by A. E. Bestall. 


OLD Гару, LIVING ON IMPORTANT BUS ROUTE, ENDEAVOURS TO ENSURE THAT HER TRAIN SHALL NOT 
MISS THE STOPPING PLACE. 
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Drawn by Frank Whitburn. 


Fair Passenger : “Do you THINK PLUS FOU 
Mrs. Newriche (whose kusband is 1 
LOOK JUST THE ТШ 


RS ARE Q 
eaning on rail) : “ үу 
NG WHEN IT COMES ТО THE © 


UITE—ER— SUITABLE ON BOARD SHIP 27 

BEY 
ELL, WHY NOT, ME DEAR? I RECKON 'ENRY'Lb 
ROSSING OF THE ‘GOLF STREAM. ” 
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STAND OFF THE PAVEMENT LIKE TRE REST OF “ЕМ!” 
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Drawn by Leslie P. Marchant. 


AFTER BLENHEIM. 
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1 The Rule of Ramsi. 3 Ramsi maketh 
mock of the Libs. 5 Amd becometh 
puffed up with pride. 12 He biddeth 
his followers be ready. 16 He falleth 
in the mud. 19 He appealeth to the 
people. 23 They perceive that he is a 
fool. 24 The Reign of Ramsi endet 
miserably. 


OW Ramsi ruled over the land 
of En during ten moons and 
those that were against him 
harassed him not. 

2 And that Party in the State that 
was called the Libs, it succoured him in 
the time of his need and it kept him 
exalted upon his high seat whensoever 
he threatened, in his Íoolishness, to cast 
himself down from it. 

3 GWherefor Ramsi made mock of 
the Libs, and his followers reviled them 
openly. Moreover, they spake about 
:them; with a great contempt so' that all 
the people marvelled at the baseness of 
"their ingratitude. 

4 And the Libs, they were as patient 
oxen whose master scourges them with 
whips. And for a long time they did 
not kick over the traces nor even did so 

“much as flick their tails. 

2-5 Now it came to pass that Ramsi 
became puffed up with pride because of 
his enemies, that they opposed him not: 
And he mistook the long rope (which 
was given him by the Tors so that he 
might the more speedily hang himself), 
for a leading string by which he pulled 
them after him. 

. 6 And he gat upon his legs and he 
stood upon the exalted seat whereon the 
Libs had placed him, and he sounded the 
егу of the peacock, ~ : 


THE PASSING OF RAMSI 


7 And immediately all his followers 
gathered round him (for well they knew 
the call), and they squatted on their 
haunches round about him. 

8 And he spake unto them in a loud 
voice and he said unto them: Behold 
your Leader! And they answered him 
and they said, We behold. 

9 And he spake unto them again and 
he said, Forasmuch as there are many 
amongst you that have continually urged 
that we should do /Aose things that we 
set out to do. 

10 And whereas I, Ramsi, that ye 
did put over you for to lead you, have 
at all times counselled patience, now 
hearken unto me and pay attention. 

11 Ye have been witnesses of the rout 
of our enemies within the House and ye 
have seen that ao longer dare they 
oppose us because of the might of the 
people that is behind us. 

12 [Wherefor I say unto you, Gird 
up your loins and be ready, for the 
time hath assuredly come when we may 
make a start towards those ends which 
our Party is manfully striving to reach. 

13 And when Ramsi had finished 
speaking, he gat him down from the high 
seat on which he stood. And all his 
followers rose up from off their haunches 
and they acclaimed their Leader lustily. 

14 And so Ramsi, being sure in his 
Own strength and relying upon the 
poltroonery of his enemies, did take the 
first step towards doing those things 
that were dear to the hearts of the Labs. 

15 And immediately there came a 
hand stretched out, and it seized him by 
the nape of his neck. And there came 
another hand also, and it took him about 
his ankles: — . 
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Philosophic Motorist : * Он, WELL! 
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THOROUGHLY EXPERIENCED. 
Prospective Employer : * AND DO YOU KNOW THE SILK AND SATIN DEPARTMENTS ? ” 
РА 1 y > 3 
Applicant : “ SPENT му LIFE AMONG "EM, SIR. 
Prospective Employer : “ AND SHEETS AND BLANKETS 7 " 
p ploy 
Applicant : “ BORN амоха 'EM, SIR!” 


16 {And the two hands, being the care, for I go now before the people that 
hand of the Tors and the hand of the they may sustain me in mine high office 
Libs, they lifted him up Кот his high and chastise you with a strong hand 
seat and they swung him, with a mighty because ye have so abominably used me 
Swing, forth from his exalted place. And that am the Chosen of the People. 
he fell on his back in the gutter. : 19 And he went out before the 

17 And when he rose up, behold, he people. And he cried out unto them in 
Was covered with mud and his Spirit a loud voice and ће wept. And he 
was sore vexed within him. And he said unto them, See what those men 
mouthed with much’ mouthing at his have done unto me! Ала the people 
enemies, and his wrath against the saw, that he was all covered in mud. 
Libs, that had so despitefully used him, 20 And he said unto them, Send me, 
% was а terrible thing and full of new, I beseech you, back again unto mine 
vehement insults. high place that 7 may wipe the mud 

| 18 And he said unto his enemies, Take from of my garments and flay mine 
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Drawn by Leslie P. 


THE REASON. 
Jane : * WOULD IT BE CONVENIENT, MUM, IF I CHANGED ME NIGHT OUT TO THURSDAY ?” 
Mistress г “ WHY IS THAT, JANE?  IsN'r YOUR YOUNG MAN ABLE TO COME OUT ON WEDNESDAYS 2” 
Jane ; “ Он, HE CAN COME OUT ALL RIGHT, MUM, BUT ’E’S ALTERED 715 SHAVING DAY FROM WEDNESDAY 


TO TuURSDAY D 


enemies that have dared to lay their 
hands wpon the Chosen of the People. 

21 And he told them all about himself 
and about his Party also. And he told 
them about his purity of heart and 
about his honesty and about his truth- 
fulness and about his good intentions 
and about his steadfastness of purpose. 
But concerning the mud upon his 
garments, he told them very little. 

22 And whatsoever quality he gave 
unto himself, that same he straightway 
pointed out his enemies had not. So 
that the people marvelled greatly, 
wondering what manner of man was 


this that had by some sad mishap 
strayed into an House of thieves. 

23 {Апа after they had observed him 
closely and for a long time, and had 
listened to the words that fell from 
his lips, they perceived that the man 
was a fool, being vastly swollen by 
a childish sense of virtue and im- 
portance. 

24 YWherefor they sent up the Tors 
for to rule over them, making them very 
strong in their high places. And the 
reign “of Ramsi ended miserably before 


the close of its first year. - 
У ARTEMAS.” 
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Wife (nursing pet dog) : * DEAR LITTLE Fr-Fr 18 GETTING HIS WINTER COAT, JOHN !> 
PAMPER THE CONFOUNDED Doa. 
THAT YOUR HUSBAND HAS TO WEAR THE SAME OLD COAT THAT HE HAD LAST YEAR! 


| Husband (bitterly) : “Тилтв RIGHT. 
| 


THE ORDER OF THE 
BATH 


Ву WyYAN Fryer 


WEEK-END at the Busby's 
house never fails to provide 
sufficient entertainment to 
compensate for the rigours of 
ап arduous week, It is not so much the 
family as the house which, Mrs. Busby 
Complains, is too old to be comfortable 
enough to be interesting. 
do not agree. The place was evidently 


close an approximation to a homogeneous 
whole as conditions would allow. 


Іт DOESN'T MATTER TO YOU 


I deduce from the fact that, though all 
the rooms lead directly into oné another, 
they are placed on different levels, the 
descent being bridged by a perilous step 
or two. 

Of all the joys that the Busby's house 
has to offer, the bath-room 15 the con- 
summation. 16 is a large, draughty 
room from which open no less than three 

edrooms. The bath Was added as an 
afterthought and has been partially 
concealed by two gigantic wardrobes 
Which. Mrs. Busby has placed with their 
backs tespectably turned towards the 
bather. Further privacy is obtained by 
filling the remaining gap to the wall with 
a dilapidated screen of doubtful opacity. 

The first time I attempted a bath here 
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YOUR NECK! Wuy, J NEVER HAVE IT FOR MINE." 
25 


WATER ТО WASH 3 
'AVE ТО WASH 718 NECK CLEAN. 
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“YES, ME ’USBAND’s VERY ILL; THESE $NEEZIN’ FITS TAKE М SO SUDDEN THAT THE BOY ’AS TO GO 


OUT WITH IM SO'S то CATCH "15 2611 


I proceeded to lock all the doors, entirely before the rush hour? 
disregarding the screen which was doing find the water hot.” 


I think уол! 


uty in a corner as a dark room. Later I doubt it, but readily acquiesce and 


I discovered that the locks were what is repair to my bed-room. 


Note that I am 


theatrically known as * property’; and not such a tyro as to turn on the water 
it was on that occasion that I came to beforehand, because I know it will be 
the conclusion that the correct procedure, running cold before I have time to undo 


on finding a lady strolling through your my collar. 
bath-room, €n route to her bed, is hurriedly On reaching the b 
to adopt a recumbent attitude, at the vour to place the 
Same time emitting sounds of apologetic without receiving a 
protest. It was then that I tealised from various female 
the purpose of the Screen, and I now are hanging up to dry, 
Могу get quite six inc 
which is somewhat as follows : before the frost 
At about six p.m. Mrs. Busby says : wallow in it. 
“Would you like your bath now The door opens. 


conform to the correct ablutionary ritual 


ath-room, I endea- 
screen in position 
clammy embrace 
garments which 


hes of warm water 
Sets in, and proceed to 


Dr. Busby's voice : 
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Не: “ You MEAN FLY, DON'T you ?” 
She: " NEVER MIND WHAT INSECT I MEAN—RUN! РАЗ coming!” 


ec 


* Anyone in the bath ? ? 

“ Yes, I am ” (fatuous reply !). “Do 
you want anything ? ” 

“ It's all right; ГИ wash in my room. 
There's no soap there, is there 2? 

"I—er—no, there doesn't appear to be.” 

“ Г] get you a piece.” 

He goes away and returns. 

“ Coming over.” Something hard hits 
me on the head. “Got it ? ” 

“ Absolutely! . . . Glad it wasn’t 


pumice.” 
I get on with it. 
The door again opens and Joan 


Busby’s voice inquires : : 
" Have I left шу hair-ribbon over 
there 2 > 


Ay S ийг a 


I, rising from my humid surroundings, 
say: 
` I don't know, ГИ have a look." 

Joan: 

“It’s all right. 
here.” 

I hurriedly take cover again; a hand 
appears round the far end of the screen. 

“Oh, bother! This is Muriel’s.” 
Then, suspiciously: “ Its not in the 
bath, is it 27 

Investigation shows that it is, together 
with a safety pin. I had mistaken them 
for a patch of exceptional erosion. 

“I am afraid it is," I admit, “ but 
you needn’t fetch it. It’s rather wet, 
you see.” 


I can see it from 
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Parson г “ Ane you pn 
Old. Reprobate : ~ WELL 


SP. 


EPARED TO RENOUNCE THE Devi?” 
AKE NO ENEMIES, SIR.” 


“ Never mind, I'll use Muriel's. 
mine on the tap to dry, will you ?? 

Once more 1 have the room to myself 
and can resume my contemplation of the 
ceiling. Dr. Busby’s theory is that it 
has been in a state of semi-detachment 
many years without falling down, so a hasty exit fo 
why worry ? Mrs, Busby piously hopes my fellow-euests who is un 
that when it does fall, the occupant of interrupting the 
the bath, if any, will only be the cook, si 
Who has no relatives and is too old a 
Servant to demand compensation. The 
family, I fancy, rather hope that I will 
be the victim. Personally, warm water 
has such a narcotic effect that I incline 
at the moment to Dr. Busby's opinion. 

The door Softly opens. 
enters and falls down the st 


—ER—I DON’T WANT TO M 


Hang first impulse is to lea 
assistance, 
indicates the in 
So I call out : 
~ Is anyone hurt 2 > 
À scared shri 


, 


Someone 


eps. My 


cedure, 


the room is on 
Gladys is not 
In her agitation 


but 


site sex. Soon aft 
“You don’t 
through to her ro 
“Nota scrap,’ 
Joan’s voice : 
ng, Gladys. 
à passage.” 
entirely reassured for, 
» she once more falls 


ly 


propri 


llows. 


ek is the only reply, and 
Evidently one of 
accustomed to 
ablutions of the орро- 
сг Joan's voice is heard. 
mind Gladys c 


om, do you?” 
` I reply, 


p to the victim's 
à moments thought 
ety of this pro- 


oming 


This part of 
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“ THERE IS A WOMAN PEDLAR AT THE DOOR, SIR.” 


" A WOMAN PEDLAR! SEND HIM AWAY. 


WHAT DOES HE THINK THIS 15? А HAREM?” 


down the steps and seems to continue 
her progress on all fours. 

Peace ensues for a time, during which I 
cleanse my back by rubbing it vigorously 
against the excoriated bottom of the bath. 

Enter Mrs. Busby, who inquires : 

“ Is the water hot ? ” 

“ Perfectly,” I lie. 

“ That's right. Гуе just come to get 
& pot of jam." 

"I dont think there's any in here," 
I venture. А 

“Oh, yes. We've turned this cup- 
board here into a jam-safe, it's so ату!” 
Then, calling, “ Emily !” 

"s Yes'm," from far ой... 

" Where was it we put last year's 
apricot ? ? ., 


Emily arrives and there are sounds of 
a search which is evidently fruitless, for 
Emily says : 

“ГЇЇ ask cook, ^m; shell know. . .. 
Cook!! Mistress wants you!” 

The arrival of cook involves further 
search and some altercation. In the 
excitement my screen gets knocked down 
and I duck feverishly. 

Willing hands replace it, the jam is 
found and quiet reigns. Iseize the oppor- 
tunity to leap out and hastily dry myself, 
a procedure only interrupted by Muriel’s 
arrival to put away her tennis racquet. 

Next time I bath at the Busby’s, 
I am convinced it will be to the accom- 
paniment beyond the screen of a 
tea-party or a mothers’ meeting. 
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“On, Look, MUMMY ! ТНАТ ELEPHANT'S СОТ A BABY!” 


THE FAMILY NAME 


By NINA RonEnTS 


IS awful surname had never 
Worried William Henry Dog- 
body very much. He had never, 
So to speak, grown out of it. 

He began life in one of the ordinary 
little houses in an ordinary long street 
of Barden, a small industrial town. 
And he began it in the midst of five 
brothers and three sisters. 
Having attended school very casually 
he became, at the age of twelve, the 
~ errand boy for a small pork butcher. 
Tn ten years he became the partner of 
his employer, Samuel Tudge; and 
when the latter gentleman retired, W. H. 
Dogbody carried on the business, still 
under the name of Tudge. 


He married Tudge's buxom daughter, 
Bessie, an ardent reader of Saturday 
novels, and this lady had their only 
child, a girl, christened Phyllida Ernes- 
tne. The woeful Story is hers. 

During the war, the little pork shop 
at the corner of Plato Street and Euclid 
Grove flourished greatly. The owner 
thereof used to look down from his 
bedroom above the shop, and gloat over 
the bacon queues below. It was his 
greatest delight. He made money— 
lots—and determined that his girl should 
rise in the world. Phyllida was sent to 
an expensive high school in the neighbour- 
hood. 

It was here that the trouble began. 
Phyllida was a pretty girl tall, well- 
built and fair. Although the other girls 
liked her, there Was always a titter from 
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Doctor (to boy, 
Boy : 


the class when her name was called from 
the register. She began to worry very 
much. 

When she was a little older, Phyllida 
began to read romances, or, rather, she 
devoured them. They gave her a gleam 
of hope. She realised that her name did 
not matter too much; she needed only 
to marry in order to change it. During 
this period Phyllida dreamed of beautiful 
names; she must marry someone with a 
simply exquisite name to make up for 
her terrible years with that of Dogbody. 

She often visited school friends, and 
assiduously cultivated the brothers of 
Enid Smythe, Gwen Lamont and others 
whom she considered suitably labelled. 
But one day she overheard young Hubert 
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who has come for medicine) : “ You UNDERSTAND? THIS 15 NOT TO BE TAKEN.” 
“ Ах” WHAT TIME SHALL I TELL ME MOTH 


IER YOU'LL BE SENDING IT ROUND 7" 


Fairley say to Jimmie Baron: “ That 
Dogbody girl? Pretty enough, but 
quite impossible with a name like that." 

Her hatred of it became an obsession. 
She tried to do something with her 
name—to add ап “е,” or to write 
“ Doggebodie"; but nothing seemed 
any improvement. To many casual 
acquaintances she gave her name as 
Donnelly, but they always found out 
in time, because Barden was so small. 
Phyllida grew desperate, for she saw no 
opportunity of leaving home. 

Besides, they still lived at the pork 
shop. It would not have been as bad 
if the name over the shop had been 
other than Tudge. She was often 
escorted home from dances by admiring 
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THE SABBATH BREAKER. 


youths whom she had just met, and she 
would stop at the entrance of a large 
house some distance from home, say 
good night” and enter the gate. 
When the youth had gone, she would 
emerge and rush home. The difficulty 
was that this couldn’t be kept up. 
Phyllida wanted someone permanent— 
and she wanted him quickly. 

en she was twenty-one it seemed as 
though her hopes were to be fulfilled. 
She was staying one summer at a large 
hotel in Brighton, with her parents. At 
8 dance there she met an attractive man, 
who attached himself to her. Phyllida 
vouchsafed him her Christian names, 
but playfully withheld the baleful third. 
She was thrilled by the half-veiled love. 
making of John Le Marchant, his 


murmurs intoxicated her. Softly he 
sang Phyllida Flouts Me. This con- 


tinued for a week ; they boated, walked 
and motored together. Always he 
begged her to reveal her name— Tt 
must be charming, Phyllida mine.” 

She spent restless nights trying to 
devise some means of attaching him 
definitely to her before the time came 
for her awful confession. On the 
Seventh day, when Phyllida was lunch- 
ing with John, the Barden minister 
came up to them and spoke her name. 
John left immediately after lunch, 

After a succession of such ventures, 
Phyllida revised her ambitions some. 
She gave up her attempts at the 
Conquest of a man with a really wonder- 
ul name. Any would do—even Taylor 
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ONE OF THE TYRES HAS GONE.” 


or Robinson. Sooner or later every man 
whom she attracted imagined saying, 
“ My fiancée, Miss Dogbody,” shuddered, 
and departed. 

Formerly she regarded marriage as a 
Means, but now she sought it as an end. 
She felt condemned to worse than her 
name—to spinsterhood as well. 

Her spirit was humbled, her health 
flagged and her respectable parents 
began to get very concerned about her. 
Phyllida had always been a problem to 
them. Having brought her into the 
world, Mrs. Bessie Dogbody simply sat 
down, ate and waited for the happy 
ending. It was really too unfair of the 
girl to reproach her parents; they had 


“Он, момму, WHAT A NUISANOR ! 


no fault to find with their name ; in fact, 
who could possess a more worthy and 
solidly British name? It was all this 
higher education which had given 
Phyllida her queer ideas. 

But the girl was rapidly approaching 
а nervous breakdown and, although 
nerves had been previously unknown to 
the Dogbody family and all its append- 
ages, Phyllida’s mother realised that 
something must be done. She called to 
Barden various members of the family, 
and there was a serious consultation 
between them whereat it was decided 
that Phyllida should visit several aunts 
who would endeavour to produce eligible 
young men. 
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SHE SPENDS MOST OF HER TIME BETWEEN LONDON AND Panis." 
SHE RUNS A BOARDING-HOUSE DOWN AT SOUTHEND ! " 


Yet there were so many difficulties in 
е way. Phyllida's relatives did not 
up to her standard of 
and the honest young fellows 
ld not have given her name a 
thought were disdained by her. 
Alfred Phipps, her father's mana 
only too eager to succeed his e 
in the good old-fashione 


together come 


d way—as his 
yllida, even іп her 
could only feel 


agreed to visit Aunt Alic 
relatives to her were m 
familiar people whom on 
expected to kiss. 

Aunt Alice’s house in F 
most depressing, 
aspidistras and | 
lace curtains, 


е in London; 
erely vaguely 
€ was always 


full of weary 
arge yellow bows on 
Having stayed for- a 


week, and snubbed every masculine 
caller who addressed her, Phyllida 
decided to return home. 

During the early part of the train 
journey, she decided that Fate was 
too much for her; she resigned her- 
self to everlasting celibacy, complete 
with baptismal name. Shç was, how- 
ever, a little too previous in this for, as 
she was visualising her future cottage, 
cat and canary, HE got into the train. 
At least her mother would, in her youth, 
immediately have known it was HE, her 
T'ate, her Knight, her idea] Lover. But 
Phyllida did not. She saw only a rather 
dishevelled young man with dusty boots 
—and, yes! rather a jolly face. 

During the remaining hours of the 
journey they became quite friendly. 
He was returning to Barden, he said, 
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after having been abroad for nearly 
twenty years. He painted wonderful 
word-pictures of his fruit farm in 
California while he admired the charming 
profile of his interested listener. Uncon- 
sciously her visions: of the cottage 
changed; how she would love to 
preside over a fruit farm! And she 
adored fruit! It was a disappointment 
and a shock to both when they found 
themselves at Barden. As Phyllida’s 
father advanced, the young man whis- 
pered hastily: “ Will you meet me at 
three o'clock to-morrow outside the 
Town Hall ? " and dashed away. 

That evening there was great excite- 
ment in the sitting-room above the shop. 
Aunt Jane had run in to say that brother 
William’s eldest son, Albert Dogbody, 
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who had run away so long ago, had 
returned home in affluence. Phyllida, 
horrorsstricken, drank in all particulars ; 
it really was her young man of the train. 

That night she lay awake, torn 
between her attraction towards him and 
her life-long hatred of his name. Finally 
the former triumphed—— better the name, 
plus so pleasant a husband—and a fruit 
farm—than the name with a cat or 
parrot. She met him at the appointed 
time and place. 

Apparently Albert has effected a revo- 
lution in her views, for now there is a 
famous brand of tinned peaches on the 
market, bearing as its trademark a 
picture of Phyllida’s smiling face round 
Which, in the form of a halo, are the two 
words: * DOGBODY BRAND." 
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Mary took a cake of soap Mary had a hot mince-pic, 
nd smeared the staircase well. 4 second, and a third, 
And so, when Uncle James came down, And then she had a fourth and fifth, 
He slipped and slid—and fell. „Ала SUCH a pain, my word! 
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Mary's Christmas T; 
With lighted сали font it. grend, 


Mary had a horrid dream : 
She blew at 


} D Шту summer weather 
one and lit the Tree— She. T 7 ? = 
And Grandma's Sunday bonnet} ТАРЫН кен кесе; т 1 
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Mary had a snowbah once, Mary made a splendid alide, 
nd merrily let fly, 


She slid down—quicker—quicker, 
The snowball just missed Nurse, but hit And then she felt an awful bump— 
he Postman in the eye! 


She'd slid into the Vicar! 


Mary had a nasty cold, 


Mary wrote 5 Santa (laste 
5 i She thoug: t it was her duty— 
So deest it from her Mother Saying, You d better use CEP 
Half of it to her brother, The Chimney's very sooty 
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ANOTHER STORY OF SHERIFF GARFIELD 
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Christmas—which, judging by the 

calendar and the unanimous desire 

among local punchers to buy 
small articles of female jewellery on 
the pay-when-you-can-catch-me system, 
is coming fast—and I feel it is about time 
I treated myself to an explanation. 
Normally, I am one of those strong, 
silent jaspers who would sooner die than 
justify themselves: but I am driven 
hereunto by “ Pie-Face > Lammermoor, 
who came into my store about five 
Minutes ago, and has just left. It is 
solely due to my exertions that Pie-Face 
is a married man, to say nothing of a 
father; and though I know that gratitude 
went out of fashion about contempo- 
taneously with the bison, I was surprised 
when Pie-Face became rude. Surprised 
and hurt. Especially since the matter at 
issue was no more than four yards of red 
flannel and a couple of pounds of 
absorbent cotton, 


[ will be two years ago come 


“And hurry up," says my young 
friend impatiently, * There's 8 storm 
coming.” 


I had noticed it; 
which will appear, it 
any more cheerful, 
impatience, 

“ Allin good time,” 1 told him, putting 
down Bortlecog’s Royal Indian Anti 
Rheumatic Pain Specific, with which I 
had been massaging my trigger-finger, 
and pouring a jolt of Rangoon oil into 
the lock of my left-hand gun. 
me that cleaning-rod, will ya?” 
. Well, in the first place, he threw the 
cleaning-rod at me; in the second, he 
assumed a sulky expression of face ; and, 


and, for reasons 
hadn’t made me 
Anyway, I dislike 


BUCKLEY 


finally, he vouchsafed the news that I 
ought to be ashamed of myself. 

" Yes, ashamed of yourself!” he 
snarls, shaking his unmanicured finger in 
my face. “ Here I ride over—_” 

“ Well, if you're in Such a tearin’ 
hurry as that,” says I, “ you can get the 
goods off the shelf yourself. I'm busy 
getting ready— —" 

“Yes,” says Pie-face, helping himself, 
“ТІ know what you're getting ready for, 
You're getting ready to go over to the 
dance Mexican Joe's givin' on Christmas 
—to-morrow—and arrest any poor 
gezeek that happens to Íorget his 
manners once. Say, have you forgotten 
the motto of this here Season, * Peace 
on earth, goodwill to men, Mr. баг- 
field ? > 

"Sure" says I, 9 That's what I’m 
acting on. They will supply the good- 
will, and I will see to keeping the peace.” 

Pie-Face opened his mouth to say 
something nasty, then caught my eye 
and closed it again. However, his feel- 
ings were too much Юг him and he had 
to speak, though respectfully : 

“ I don't know what's come over you, 
Bill," he remarked, “ but whatever it 18, 
I don't like to see it. What's this here 
аве against the festive season, huh ? 

ree 


You paid the 
fiddler, you provided the grub, you wrote 


of yours, and you hid your sheriff’s badge 
where you wouldn't be able to find it 
till after New Year's. 
year before last, you 
dance; last Christmas you shot * Rabbit’ 
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Angry Guard (to passenger who has pulled communication cord) : “ WHAT DO тор MEAN BY STOPPING 
RAIN ?" 


THE Т 
Unruffled Offender : “ ТнАТ'8 ALL RIGHT, GUARD. WE WERE JUST WONDERING WHETHER YOU WOULD 


CARE TO MAKE UP A FOUR AT BRIDGE?” 


Roberts in the arm just for throwing a 
chair at a Mexican for fun; and this 
year, when I ride twenty miles to ask 
you to be the kid's Santa Claus, your 
face scares me— —^ 

“ When you what?” says 1, in one 
of those deadly monotones. 

“ Scares me," 
tainly, backing to the door, “ until I'm 
reconciled to dudding myself up with 
absorbent cotton whiskers and a red 


myself. Y'oughta be ashamed. 
ride over,’ says Gladys to me, “ал” get 
Bill Garfield. He loves children an? he 
ooks just like Santa Claus,’ > 


I daresay Pie-Face thinks it was his 
going on to say that I really looked more 
like the Third Murderer that made me 
throw the bottle ; but, no: it was his 
would-be compliment, For the last half- 
hour, the storm—which is now drenching 
Pie-Face to the ones—had been re. 
minding me of what I would fain forget ; 
and his remark on my appearance 
finished the job. 

“ Look like Santa Claus | > 

That brought it all back. 

It was out of just such a Storm, on 
the afternoon of Christmas Eve two years 
880, that Jake Hanson, my deputy 
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Mrs. Hemmings : “ J'ER KNOW IF YE'VE GOT MY OLD RAKE IN YER 'OUSE ANYWHERE, Mrs, ARRET 1” 
Mrs. Harriet (who is rather touchy) : ©“ YOUR OLE RAKE, INDEED! ILrkm YER CHEEK! I GOT ME OWN 
OLD MAN, Mns. 'EMMINGS AN’, LET ME TELL YOU, І AIN'T ONE TO EITHER BORROW OR LEND |” 


sheriff, arrived in the store. He had 
been over to Laredo to get a few things 
I figured to give away for Christmas 
presents ; among them a silver-mounted 
pipe which he knew perfectly well was 
for him; and, the minute he entered, I 
noticed that he wasn’t like himself. 
For one thing, he folded his slicker care- 
fully, instead of slinging it into a corner ; 
` and for another, he didn’t say anything 
about the weather. When a man with 
water pouring off him in sheets, with his 
hair stuck down, his hat a pulp and his 
shirt like a porous plaster, doesn’t re- 
mark that it’s raining, he is in a bad way. 
I handed him the whisky bottle in silent 
sympathy, but he waved it aside. 
“Good Lord!” says I. “ Don’t die 
on Christmas Eve, Jake!” 


“ Who's dyin’ ? ” says he, sitting down 
heavily on the counter. 

“ Well,” says I, “© I never knew you 
refuse a drink when you were alive, 
and——" 

“Im wrestlin'," says Jake sombrely, 
“ with my inclinations as opposed to my 
duty. Shut up!” 

I didn’t understand what he meant, 
but I obeyed. He walked from one end 
of the store to the other and back 
again; he gave a pull at his hair and a 
sort of groan, and then suddenly he 
stopped in front of me. 

“ I saw Ole Stefansson this afternoon," 
he snapped out as if it hurt him. 

There was a whale of a peal of thunder 
outside—just like the one which shakes 
the building as I write this. 
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“ And didn’t arrest him ? ” I asked. 

Jake gave another sort of groan. 

“ Bill,” says he, “I couldn't do it. 
I know I took an oath an’ all that kind 
of thing, an’ you see I’ve lived up to it 
to the extent of telling you; but—I 
couldn’t arrest him, Bill. Christmas 
Eve, Bill!” 

I reached for my gun belt. 

" Murderer's a murderer any day in 
the year,” says I. “ Where did you 
see him 1” 

“ВШ,” says Jake, “ you got to re- 
member who it was he killed. You 
knew ‘Handsome Charlie’ Carthew as 
well as anybody else. You heard the 
story of that poor little Mexican girl 
for one——” 

“Listen, Jake,” says I, putting on 
my hat, “ you can save your breath. 
I admit Handsome Charlie deserved 
shootin’, an’ if one of that Mex girl’s 
brothers or something had——” 

“She didn’t have any,” says Jake, 

“ Well, anyhow,” Says I, putting on 
my slicker, “ this hasn't got anything to 
do with that. This here Swede wasn’t 
any relation of hers—hadn’t been in this 
section more'n two weeks—an’ he walked 
up to Charlie without a word an’ filled 
him full of lead. Handsome Charlie’s 
girls weren’t any business of his, an’ I’m 
going out to arrest him. Where was 

e 2 E 

“ Anyhow,” says Jake, “it’s four 
years ago. Everybody's forgotten 
1t » 

“Being a sworn officer of the law, 
I haven't,” I told him sarcastically. 
" Where was he?” 

“Не was ridin’ toward Laredo as I 
was ridin' home, " says Jake unwillingly. 
“Не came from the direction of Bald 
Knob. An’, ВШ--» 

" So that's where he's been, is it?” 
says I, opening the door. 

There was a blinding flash of lightning, 


and another roar of thunder, and the 
rain drove into my face like buckshot, 
but I closed the door behind me and 
went out to saddle Tony. He didn’t 
want to leave shelter, poor old nag; no 
more did I, but there is such a thing as 
duty, and it was my boast, up to that 
time, that I hadn't neglected the same. 
When I turned round and discovered 
Jake behind me in an attitude of suppli- 
cation, I told him as much. 

"It's an undeniable fact," says I, 
“that I'm seventy-two, that I've got a 
pegleg and that my sunny disposition 
has made last year’s business at the 
store net me a loss of twelve cents and а 
half. But, at the samo time, in my 
capacity as sheriff of this locality, and 
an ex-member of the Texas Rangers, I 
figure to arrest any criminals that may 
be at large. And if you don't get out 
of my way, I'll have Tony step on your 
corns." 

“ Christmas Eve!" wails Jako from 
behind me, as I spurred Tony on with 
the spike of my revolver hammer. 

After that I heard nothing but the 
swish of the rain, the occasional boom of 
thunderclaps, and the steady splash- 
splop of Tony’s hoofs, for an hour and 
a half, during which time I thought 
heavily. First of all, I figured out how 
this Ole Stefansson had escaped capture 
so long. We'd frisked the neighbour- 
hood pretty thoroughly, but we hadn’t 
troubled to search the foothills of Bald 
Knob. It would have been a serious 
job; and, anyhow, we thought that this 
Jasper wouldn’t have dared take to them. 

nce upon a time there were volcanoes 
around our way, and these foothills are 
full of chasms and such which, though 
easy enough for natives, are apt to be 
death to a Stranger. I couldn’t quite 
figure how Stefansson had got away 
with hiding there, Looked as if Provi- 
dence had been taking care of him or 
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something, after he'd killed Handsome 
Charlie. And considering the story 
of that Mex girl—though probably 
Stefansson'd never heard it—— 

“Well,” I said to myself, ** Provi- 
dence’ll look after him at his trial, 
then.” 3 

But I knew Providence'd have a 
pretty hard job. There was a now Judge 
at Laredo—one that figured on putting 
а stop to violence. This killing had been 
a particularly open affair and, when last 
Seen, Stefansson hadn't known enough 
English to plead * Not Guilty? with 
even. 

At this point I got kind of doubtful. 
Га got to the spot where I purposed to 
Wait for the murderer, He would have 


“ MIND YOU DON'T FALL OUT, DEAR!” 


to pass it if he returned to the wilderness 
behind Bald Knob. I had improved the 
shining hour by riding around in a 
circle and the fading light, looking for 
tracks of his return, and had found none. 
His trail going to Laredo was there; he 
had not yet come back. Barring the 
extremely unforeseen, he was bound to 
ride slap into my arms, 

It was annoying that with everything 
so beautifully fixed, and with noi more 
than a gallon of water going down my 
neck per minute, I should be unhappy ; 
but I was. Probably the dusk was to 
blame. It had been dusk when the 
Mexican girl came to my store, figuring 
that I represented the majesty of the 
law, and asked me to give her redress 
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Customer (шийу): “ YES, I'vz HAD SOME, 
WAS ONLY SKIN DEEP." 


against Handsome Charlie. Naturally, 
it wasn’t in my province. I had ex- 
plained that Charlie hadn't committed 
what the law regarded as a crime. That 
had seemed to surprise her. When Га 
come to put it into words, it had even 
surprised me. It had been a week after 
that that Stefansson had blown Charlie's 
head off. 

I confess I wriggled in my saddle—it 
seemed so much as if this poor square- 
head had merely made up for the 
deficiencies of the law; which law, if 
I was any judge of his chances, was now 
going to hang him by the neck. 

Seemed to me, at this moment, that I 
heard a horse approaching. The wind 
and rain filled the night—the dusk had 


Butcher : “ You WILL FIND THAT THESE ABE BEAUTIFUL SAUSAGES, MUN.” 
AND I DISCOVERED THAT THE BEAUTY OF YOUR SAUSAGES 


swept down rapidly—and I couldn’t be 
sure; but I drew my off gun on the 


chance. The feel of the butt seemed to 
stimulate me. 
“ However,” I told myself, “ this 


jasper wasn’t related to Carmencita— 
didn’t know her any better than any of 


the rest of us, an’ so that wasn’t the 
reason——” 


Suddenly, as is the way with our 
Texas storms, the wind and rain called 
ita day. І heard the wet thud of hoofs 
close at hand; 
lightning, and, two yards away from 
me, I saw Ole Stefansson, sitting a pony, 
and with some kind of small package 
across his saddle horn. In that instant 


there was a flash of” 
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Drawn by A. Gelli. 
First Steward : “ Нез xo aoop. I INTEND TO GIVE "IM A WIDE BERTH.” 
Second Steward ; “ LUMMIE | HELL NEED охь.” 


of blinding light, I saw him start at the beat. Iwas simply lying still, paralyzed, 
sight of me, and, being perfectly waiting to be strangled to death, when 
certain that a bullet would come as suddenly Ole Stefansson keeled over. 
quick as he could draw his gun—my His hands loosed, he gave a kind of a 
face being too well known for there to hissing groan, and rolled off me as limp 
be any mistake about my intentions— азап empty sack. 

1 gave a shout, jabbed Tony's flank l got up shakily and turned my 
with my hammer Spike, and rode my pocket flash light on him. Неа fainted ! 
prisoner down. Tony's shoulder sent And, coming to look at him, I could see 
his pony staggering; I felt a pair of why. The description of him had said 
terrible strong arms wrap themselves he was a lean bird with high cheek 
around my shoulders, and а moment bones; but the man who lay before me 
later both horses were roling on the was more than that. He was nigh опа 
ground while, in among their hoofs, the skeleton. He looked as if he hadn’t 
Swede and I were fighting for each had enough to eat for weeks, There 
other’s throats. were dark circles under his eyes and 
Е I thought I was а goner for certain. his nose had that kind of pinched look 
I've felt some ÉHps on me in my time; that comes of hunger; and yet there 
but the hands of that man had them all wasa sort of smile around his lips. 
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“ SHIFT THE SNOW AWAY FROM YER FRONT, 5187" 


The rain came on again as suddenly 
as it had stopped. Guess it was the 
cold drops on his face that brought him 
round. Anyhow,as he moved, I thought 
it best to snap the handcuffs on him. A 
moment later he gave a kind of a groan. 

* I thought I was dreaming," he said 
weakly. 

And the peculiar thing about it was 
that he didn't speak Swedish, or broken 
English, but Spanish. 

" Where's the package?” he de- 
manded eagerly in the same language. 

I turned the light on him again, to see 
whether maybe he hadn't walloped his 
head against a rock or something. But 
he looked rational enough, though wild 
and hungry. And if he had knocked his 


entire brains out, that wouldn't have 
explained him speaking Spanish. 

* Say," I inquired, " are you Ole 
Stefansson ? " 

He hesitated a moment. 

“Si,” says he, kind of desperately. 
And went on, in Spanish. “ But where 
is the package ? " 

I knew he must mean the package he 
had on his saddle horn; so, being an 
obliging cuss, I fumbled around for it. 
It was in several pieces, having been 
rolled on by us, and kicked by the ponies 
when they fell; but I collected most of 
them and put them in his hands. 

* And that reminds me," says I, 
“that I arrest you for the murder of 
Charles  Carthew, alias Handsome 
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“Is THERE А Post Orion ABOUT HERE, SONNY 1 P 


“YES, SIR—NEXT DOOR ТО THAT LADY.” 
Charlie; and that anything you maysay mas. And on the ground lay a quantity 


will be used in evidence against you.” 

Tt being Christmas Eve, I said it in 
English, which I knew he wouldn’t 
understand; and then asked him what 
was the matter, in Spanish, for he had 
groaned again. 

“They are ruined," he said in that 
awful, faint voice. “ No matter. You 
arrest me, do you not ? ” 

I turned on the flash light again. 

“Why——” I began, aiming to break 
16 gently, since he would have it. 

And then I saw what he had in his hand. 
It was almost unrecognizable, owing to 
the causes aforesaid; but it was one of 
those Santa Claus masks that the lantern- 

jawed, clean-shayen papa of these regions 
generally disguises himself with at Christ- 


of that same red flannel as Pie-Face Lam- 
mermoor was planning to buy this 
afternoon. The flannel was pretty well 
muddied up, but the mask was ruined. 

“ Well, I'll ђе—— > 

I had got this far, when I saw my 
prisoner’s eyes fix themselves on my 
face. People I arrest usualy give me 
а glance of hatred for а keepsake; but 
this jasper wasn't hating. He was 
simply staring. As I opened my mouth 
to ask him if he would know me again, 
he glanced down at ihe ruined Santa 
laus mask, and then stared some more. 

“Say,” I put it to him, suspecting a 
subtle insult or something, 

At this point, however, he laid one 
hand weakly on my arm. 
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. E. Batchelor. 
alous Host (to guest who is obviously enjoying himself) : * HERE! I say, SMITH MINOR, NOT SO MUCH 
OF IT. THIS 18 my PARTY, YOU KNOW |" 
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Drawn by Alfred H. Taylor. 


Foreman (to workman, during erection of jerry built house) : ~ "Eng, MATE, DON'T LEAN AGAINST THE 
WALL THERE. GO FURTHER UP, WHERE WE'RE GOIN’ TO 'AYE THE BAY WINDOW |” 


“ Senor—Mister," he said, trying, in 
his eagerness, to speak English. “ You 
me— shall hang— Christmas, you see— 
the childrens —— ” 

I told him to speak Spanish, and he 

burst out like a river that's been dammed 
up. 
E Senor Garfield," says he, with that 
funny Swede accent, “I am your 
prisoner. I will come quietly—I have 
not strength to fight, but be merciful. 
I have ridden to Laredo to get these 
things for the bambina—— > 

“The what ? ” says T. 

* For the baby—the bambina," says 
the murderer of Handsome Charlie. 

“Say,” I asked him, “ ага you 
married ? ” 


217" "О 


“ Yes, yes," says he, hurrying past 
that. “But the bambina—she is old 


enough now—before we have only told 
her—this year she shall see Kris Kringle. 
I have promised—now she waits for him." 

I had a momentary vision— which 
made me feel uncomfortable—of that 
kid and her mother, up in whatever 
little cabin Ole'd fixed for himself in 
the wild hills, waiting for Santa Claus. 
She'd wait a long time, because I was 
the sheriff and Santa Claus was under 
arrest for murder. 

“Well,” says I sternly, “that’s got 
nothin’ to do with anything. Even if 
I'd let you go to your house, as I guess 
you want me to, all the fixin’s are 
ruined, ап” во—— > 
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Drawn by Geo. S. Dizon. 


Child (interested in visitor's toy dog): “ AND—ER—WHEN 1178 ANGRY, WITAT DOES IT DO— BITE OR 


STING ? ” 


“You go!" cries Ole Stefansson, 
scrambling up till he was squatting with 
his face about six inches from mine. 

16 was a wonderful chance for him to 
serag me and he didn’t know that I had 
a gun levelled at his ribs; but he was 
too intent on this Santa Claus proposition 
to think of escaping. I gave him credit 
for being in earnest. 

“Tf Kris Kringle shall not come,” 
says he, “ she break her heart. Never 
she forget this disappointment. Any- 
how, there will be no presents—we have 
not money to buy them; we have not 
told her that Kris Kringle brings 
presents. Only that he comes, if little 
girls have been good. Oh, senor, be 
merciful! I have not eaten, so that I 
can get this mask and this robe. They 


are spoiled, but still Kris Kringle can 
come. You look like the pictures of 
him in the books—your face. For the 
mud stains on the flannel, we can say 
your reindeer stumbled ——”’ 

I was suddenly seized by a wonder as 
to whether I was crazy, and imagining 
things. Me, Bill Garfield, fifty years a 
peace officer in the State of Texas, 
squatting in an icy rain, listening to a 
captured murderer telling me I’d been 
spilled by a bunch of reindeer ! 

= Only half an hour, senor!” says the 
weak voice in the Scandinavian and 
Spanish, “ and I will swear not to try 
to escape. I will wear the handcuffs, if 
you will cover them up so that the 
bambina shall not see. Senor, senor, 
you have had a little girl, perhaps, 
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yourself. Think of what this would 
шеап-” : 

I decided I was crazy. I was hearing 
somebody speak of my little daughter, 
that was killed when the Yaquis came 
over the line. And nobody had dared 
to speak of her to me for forty-five years. 
And since I was crazy, I figured I might 
as well be thorough. ) 

“АП right,’ says I, jerking Ole 
Stefansson to his feet. 

We stood there for a moment, face to 
face in the darkness. Then there was 
another flash of lightning, during which 
I got а good look at him. And after 
that, I got the key and took the hand- 
cuffs off him. 

“ You'd have chances to kill me, even 
handcuffed, while I’m doing this dam- 
foolery,” I told him. “I’m taking the 
handcuffs off so that if you want to do 
anything of the kind, you'll make a 
quick job of it. I've always hated to 
think of being maimed.” 

He didn't indicate my peg-leg, as the 
profane youth of Three Pines would havo 
done. Instead, he gave a kind of sob. 

“ Where is your cabin ? " I asked him. 

“ It is just over the brow of the hill,” 
says he. “ We—can—walk——” 

He was going to faint again, but I 
slapped his face thoroughly and that 
held him for a moment. 

“ And listen ! ? says I, for fear he'd 
go off оп me again. “ You keep on your 
feet, and I'll see to a present for the 
bambina. If she don’t expect it, it'll 
be all the better." 

16 was not more than a twenty-five 
cent doll Pd bought for little Sadie 
McCarthy, over at Gold Creek, and 
forgotten to take out of my pocket; 
and I figured that, if it saved me the 
trouble of tying Ole’s limp body across 
8 horse when I took him back to Laredo 
to jail, it would be well spent. I showed 
it to him in the light of the flash lamp 


and, sure enough, it acted better than 
brandy. 

“ Come, come! ” says he, as if hanging 
were & mere word in the dictionary, 
And he started off on foot. 


Hed built his cabin where it sure 
would have been difficult to find it. 1 
was snuggled into а corner of Dead 
Man's Guleh, so that he'd only had to 
build two walls, the other two being 
formed by the angle of the precipice. 
In the daytime, I dare say a searching 
party, passing the top of the gulch, 
would have thought it a mere heap of 
stones and passed it by. But at night it 
was decidedly a house. It had two 
windows, and an oil lamp inside the 
house was sending ruddy light out 
through them into the wild night. And 
what was more, this here murderous 
person who was stumbling ahead of me 
with the flannel over one arm had rigged 
up Christmas wreaths of some leaves 
or other, and hung the darn things 
up. 

" Put it on here," he Says, turning 
around, and shaking out the clammy 
folds of the flannel. 

Well, when we came as close to it as 
that, I had a Strong impulse to with- 
draw, club him senseless, and let the kid 
get over it as best she might. But for 
Some reason I didn’t. He wrapped me 
up in wet, red flannel until he could have 
done anything he liked to me without 
my being able to draw a gun; and then 
he took me by the hand and led me 
over the rocks to the cabin door. I 
recognised that door, and the windows, 
3s having belonged to Wild Willie 
McBlair’s cabin on Bald Knob, which 
had been empty since we hanged Willie. 
Kind of unlucky, they seemed to me. 

“ You need not Speak," says Ole 
Stefansson in a whisper. “ Knock hard 
on the door. Then kiss the little girl 
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Drawn by Alfred H. Taylor. 
Slender Lady : “Is YOUR ’USBAND STAYIN’ BE IND ?” 
Stout Lady; “ YES, REGULAR NOSBY PARKER, ЈЕ IS—ALLUS WAITS TO 'EAR THE SERMON.” 
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Drawn by Reg Gammon. 


“Hit WHAT ARE YOU DOIN 


to show her you know she has been good 
an SE „› 

Не made a sort of choking noise, which 
1 drowned by hammering on the door in 
the prescribed manner, A woman’s 
voice—speaking Spanish—told me to 
come in, and I could hear a noise like a 
child dancing up and down on an earthen 
floor. 

I pushed open the door and entered, 
but for thirty seconds I didn’t see the 
child Га come to reward. It was the 
woman that caught my attention and 
froze me into a solid lump on the door- 
Step. It was the Mexican girl who had 
Come to me to ask punishment for 
Handsome Charlie Carthew. And she 
recognised me ! 

“You!” she said in a kind of awful 
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G WITH THAT HORSE?” 
“ITPS ALL RIGHT, SIR. Гм ONLY 'OLDIN' СІМ FOR A GENT.” 


whisper. “ Santa Madre de Dios ! And 
to-night 1? 

She had clasped her hands and given 
all the signs of a fit of hysterics before 
she saw my peculiar get-up; and then 
her astonishment gave me a chance to 
motion her to silence. 

“ Tt is a little girl I have come to see," 
says I in my best Spanish, with the 
sweat rolling off me in big drops, though 
i6 was a cold night, and I'd been shiver- 
ing when I knocked at the door. “ All 
the way off in Greenland I have heard 
of this little girl, and how good she is. 
Er—h'm 1! ” 

Ole Stefansson had pushed past me by 


this time, and was Standing in a corner 
with his wife, his arm around her, 
Whispering to her. I hope ГП never 
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Peggy (after lunching in town): “ Now, mummy, DLL TAKE YOU TO A SHOP AND BUY YOU SOME 


OHOCOLATES." 


Mother: “ SOME OHOCOLATES, DARLING? BUT WHERE ARE YOU GOING ТО GET THE MONEY FROM?” 


Peggy : “Он, THAT'S ALL RIGHT, MUMMY. 


see such a pair of faces again: hers 
white as a sheet, with great black eyes 
Staring at me as if she was fascinated ; 
and his, pinched by the hunger he'd 
undergone for this moment, and his 
lips trembling as he tried to comfort 
the girl. Well І concentrated шу 
attention on the little kid that was 
standing before me. 

“ Ав a general thing," I told her, 
“I just visit good little girls and give 
them a kiss, but you have been so good 
that I have brought you,’—I got the 
doll out from under the red flannel and 
exhibited њ— this! I almost turned 
back when my—er—reindeer ran away 
and—h’m—spilled ше; but——" 


I FOUND A SHILLING UNDER MY PLATE." 


I gave her the doll, and she hugged 
it; and then she came close to me and 
put up her little face. 

** You kiss me, too,” says she in baby 
Spanish. 

Well, I have been through a few things 
in my time; but that is about the worst 
I remember at the moment, kissing that 
baby when I was there to—— I took 
one agonized glance at Stefansson in the 
corner with his wife, and he signed 
me to go through with it. And so 
I bent down and felt those little, 
soft lips on my cheek. It ain't а 
thing I like to write about even now; 
but this I will say—I don't envy Judas 
Iscariot. 


" We must be going," I said as I 
straightened myself again. 

“Yes,” says Stefansson slowly. “I 
will come.” 

I saw the storm gathering in the eyes 
of the Mexican girl as she came toward 
me, clinging to Stefansson’s arm, but 
without 8 tear; and I tried to stave it 
off. The baby was standing hugging 
her doll, but she seemed to know some- 
thing was wrong. She looked up at me 
kind of worried, and I felt as if somebody 
had tickled my heart with a stiletto. 

“Tm sorry, ma'am,” says I, “ but 
Гш--Гуе got my duty to do; an’—I’ve 
done what I could for you——" 

She didn’t storm at me. Itd have 
been better if she had. Hysterics and 
Screaming would have been a better 
accompaniment to what I was going to 
do—take the man, who had made that 
little home, out of the warmth and 
lamplight, and hand him over to the 
law. She just spoke quietly. 

“When my life was ruined," she 
Said, “ and all you men who had known 
me knew it, this stranger was the only 
one who would raise a hand to avenge 
me. And when he had done it—what 
then? At the risk of his life—of certain 
death, if I had not known of this place 
—he has tried to make me а new life. 
Now it is your duty to take him from 
me. You—must—do your—duty.”’ 

It was about fifteen seconds before 
I could speak at all: and then I nearly 
said the wrong thing. Half a minute 
had gone when I Managed to say : 

` Yes, ma’am, I must.” 
hen, good-bye!” she says to 
Stefansson,in a voice of most awful agony, 
“І will see you when the trial ——^ 

He spoke to her rapidly in & Whisper ; 
but I knew what he was Saying. He was 
begging her not to try to save him by 
telling her miserable story. He was 

asking her to let him hang so that she 
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wouldn't have to have a jury stare at her. 
It was too much for me. I went outside. 
And as I went the baby called after me : 

“Good-bye, Kris Kringle | Come 
again next year!” 


How would you have felt ? Well, so 
did I. I guess I must have walked a 
quarter of a mile before I remembered 
that I had a dangerous prisoner to take 
care of; and even then, though I figured 
he might be escaping still further into 
the foothills, I didn’t feel physically 
able to hurry back. But I could have 
taken an all-night walk, if Га wanted 
to, for when I reached the cabin again 
the door was shut and he was outside it, 
waiting for me. I hadn’t reckoned on 
his white man’s idea of honour. A 
Mexican would have been over the hills 
and far away five seconds after he found 
I wasn’t at his side. 

"I am ready,” Says the man who 
hadn't taken the chance, in the language 
of the men who would have. 

That didn’t puzzle me any more, 
though. The Mexican girl had taught 
him. For four years he had spoken to 
no other soul. She had ridden out and 
bought their food, I guess. 

“ Thank you,” added the man, taking 
hold of both my hands. 

I told him to shut up, being, for some 
reason, in a bad temper, and led the way 
to the horses. He said something about 
handeufíis, and I told him to shut up 
again. It was a nice Christmas Eve for 
me, too, come to that: water down my 
neck, no sociable smoke with Jake 
Henson, no tot of whisky—I keep it for 
medicinal purposes only, but often feel 
faint around the twenty-fifth of Decem- 

er—out in the dark, deprived even of 
шу pride in never having come back 
without my prisoner. à 

It was about this last that I was 
thinking as, side by side, half an hour 
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rawn by H. M. Talintyre. 
Festive One (after collision with mirror) : “ Ошумзу отг! 


Drawn by Geo. S. Dixon. 


Betty (who ts keeping her father's Scorecard); “ DADDY, WHY DON’T THEY HAVE A COLUMN FOR 
‘ REMARKS? ?? 


later, me and Ole Stefansson were 
galloping along the trail toward Laredo. 
For about five miles we had neither of us 
said anything ; and I was most surprised 
to hear my voice breaking the silence at 
last. I guess I must haye started 
thinking aloud. For: 

“Yes, sir,” I heard myself say in 
Spanish. “It is a point of honour with 
me. I never come back without my 
man—never have in fifty years as a 
peace officer; “and once I've arrested a 
man, there’s no way he can regain his 
freedom except by escaping in spite of 
me. Dod gast it, there’s a stone in my 
pony’s hoof. Wup, Толу!” 

© were going a good fifteen miles ап 
hour and I Stopped suddenly, Stefan- 
'Sson's pony dashing past me into the 
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pitch darkness. I drew my gun, but 
1 couldn't sce anything to fire at, nor hear 
any hoofbeats above the pouring rain— 
I was soaked’ to the Skin, and by the 
time I was through examining Топу” 
hoof—there wasn't any stone in it, after 
all—my prisoner could have been a 
couple of miles away. Still, as I told 
myself as I remounted, I couldn't help 
it. Nobody could Say I'd derelicted my 
duty. Escapes are something that happen 
to anybody—though this was my first. 

Tony gave a kind of dispirited 
Whicker; and, to my intense surprise, 
Was answered from the darkness just 
ahead. A moment later, I was by the 
side of Ole Stefansson. He had turned 
his horse around and Started back to 
look for me, 
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“ WHERE'S Jimmy?” 
“I DUN ко. I WAS LIGHTIN’ А ROCKET——” 
LL ?”” 
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“ — AND 'E WAS 'OLDIN’ 1T!” 
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Drawn by Alfred Н. Taylor. 
Ezasperated Photographer : “ Wourp YOU MIND MOVING ON, PLEASE ? I AM TAKING THE ONE IN THE 
CAGE—NOT А FAMILY GROUP! 5 


“ You here 2 > says I in a tone which considering that I was not done dirt, 
should have been relieved, but which, I must explain just the current of my 
Owing to the water down my neck, I thoughts. First of all, as the lights of 
guess, sounded ill-tempered even to me. Laredo showed over the last bluff, I was 
"I thought youd have been the other thinking of how Ole was going to come 


end of the State by now | > before the judge, and either be hanged, 
“You forget,” says Ole Stefansson, in or have his wife that he'd snatched from 
а strange kind of dignified voice, “ wherever she would have ended, shamed 


gave you my promise, if you would in open court. ‘Well, from that I got to 
do what I asked, that I would not thinking about judges generally; and 
escape.” then I started thinking about divorce 

I guess it must have been the thought judges; and then—this was just as we 
of me— Bill Garfield, playing Santa Claus reached the outskirts of the town, about 
—that made me give a kind of groan. а mile from the calaboose where I was 
Anyhow, I didn't Say anything. We going to lock Ole up—I remembered a 
rode on in silence, me pursuing my man I once knew that said he knew a 
favourite occupation of thinking. man whose cousin had heard of a man 

In order to make myself perfectly whose aunt’s grandfather had belonged 
lear and to give nobody a chance for to a kind of religious sect where they 
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divorced each other by simply saying 
" I give you back your promise." 

“ І give you back your promise ! > 

“Eh ?” says Ole Stefansson. 

I hadn’t been aware that I addressed 
him; so I gave hima haughty look, and 
indicated a cigar store across the street, 

"I am going in there,” says I, * to 
get myself the makings.” 

Which I did, leaving him sitting his 
horse as gentle as a lamb. And, in case 
anybody doubts my good faith, I will 
state that I rolled three cigarettes with 
one hand while chatting with the clerk 
—a nice boy named Carkins, who will 
bear me out that it is impossible to roll 
'em left-handed if you are in tho least 
worried about your prisoner. Having 
wished him a Merry Christmas, which 
he had in a bottle under the counter 
anyhow, and being personally filled with 
ihe utmost simplicity of heart and the 
best of will toward men, I rolled out 
into the street again, to finish my job 
of taking Ole Stefansson to prison, 

He was gone! 

Yes, gone. Tony was standing there 
—there were lots of people about. I 
had scarcely been away fifteen minutes— 
and my dangerous murderer had taken 
advantage of my momentary absence to 
vanish as if he had never existed | 

As if in a dream, I saw the face of 
Ben Pokeson, who is town marshal of 
Gold Greek, and a bear-cat for tracking, 
appear before me. He also was full of 
goodwill and said he had more in his 
breast pocket. But I didn’t want any. 

" What's the matter, Bil?" says 
Ben anxiously, puling me by the 
whiskers until I stood under an arc 
lamp—but he is an old friend, and I don’t 
advise anybody else to try it. “ Lost a 
prisoner ? > 

“ No, Ben,” says I. “I have not lost 


в prisoner. If I look Strange to you, it ] 


в probably because T am sober.” 


Saying which, I remounted Tony, 
turned my back on the crowds of People 
who were shouting “ Merry Christmas ТЕ? 
and buying nuts and oranges and raisins 
and toys and such things at the Stores, lit 
a cigarette and started home. 

Jake Henson was still sitting by my 
counter, his feet on the stove and the 
medicine bottle beside him. Burning 
with indignation at the way I had been 
treated, I told him the whole story. 

" My faith in mankind," says I, 
hunting through my stock for another 
present for Sadie McCarthy, “ as regards 
the peace and goodwill at Christmas time, 
is shattered. Jake, I been done dirt." 

“What are you trying to give то?” 
says Jake with a familiar leer. “ You 
old faker, you told him you gave him 
back his promise, an' then you went 
and hid yourself so he could escape. 
You and your shattered faith in 
humanity. Gah!” 

He got out of the store before I could 
throw anything nearer to him than six 
inches. 


Well, I haven't had any for two 
years, which I guess about proves my 
point. That bambina of Ole Stefansson’s 
"ll soon be getting to the age when she 
won’t believe in Kris Kringle no more. 

As I wrote that, Gladys Lammermoor 
called up on the "phone and said that 
though their baby's only a year old, it 
will certainly be disillusioned about Santa 
if Pie-Face acts the part. She says that 
even an infant knows that saints ain’t 
bow-legeed from riding and don’t have 
their whiskers perfumed with iodoform. 
Pie-Face must have taken medicated 
cotton by mistake. And she Says they’re 
going to have roast turkey, anyway. => 


So, all things considered, T gues an 
et Mexican Joe’s dance slide, 21298 
оуег there to-morrow. 4 Ж 
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CAMEO CRITICISMS 


"Tis with our judgments as our watches—none 
Go just alike, yet each believes his own." 


ADELPHI. “ Diplomacy.” Тһе. fourth revival—and Miss Gladys Cooper. Still retains much of 
its old-time popularity. 

Arpwyog. “It Pays to Advertise.” An amusing farce imported from the U.S.A. 

ÅMBASSADORS. “The Pelican." А serious play with a modern plot and a particularly strong cast, 
Rather sordid. 

AroLLo. “The Fool.” Melodrama. The story of a man who took the Christian doctrine very 
seriously, Personally, we shall not go again. 

Сомкрү. “The Mask and the Face.” А farco. Roars of merriment and gusts of laughter. z 

Count. “The Farmers Wife.” Of light construction, this humorous, rustio comedy is really quite 

leasing. 

И ксы “ Fata Morgana." Tho English version of the well-known Hungarian play, with some 
real acting. 

Darr's. 22 Pompadour.” A sparkling musical comedy with some real singing. 

DUKE or Yonk's. “The Punch Bowl" New edition. Palatable faro in the shape of an attractive 
and diverting revue. 

Еовтпхв. “Sinners.” Drama. Badly written, sordid and uninteresting. 

Gary. "Poppy." Musical comedy. If it were less drawn out, wo should like it better—especially 
if a little humour were introduced here and there. 

Garrick. “The Rat.” An Apache play which proves—more or loss—that thero’s some good in the 
worst of us. 

Grosz. “ Our Betters.’ Wo think more palatable fare is offered elsewhere. 

НАҮМАВКЕТ. “010 English. A Galsworthy play. The acting, at any rate, is good. 

Ніррорвомв. “Leap Year.” Excellent entertainment of its kind, with Mr. George Roboy in an 
ingenuous disguise. 

His MAJESTY'gS, “ Patricia." Piflo. 

Krwoswav. “ Yoicks.” If you miss “ Yoicks,” you miss very little, 

Lrrrue THEATRE. “The Creaking Chair.” A second rate mystery drama. 

Lxoxuw. “The Merry Widow.” No need to paint the lily. 

Lyric. “The Street Singer.” Musical comedy. Easily the best in London. 

New. “The Hour and the Man.” An unconvincing play. Even Matheson Lang’s natural genius 
does not atone for the poorness of the plot. 

PALACE. “The Co-Optimists.” Their eighth programme—and their best.- 

PLAYHOUSE. “ White Cargo.” A vivid play by Leon Gordon. Stark, sensational, sombre and well 

Риба” She Blue Peter.” An outstanding pl Should bi 
N . ау. 

PRINCE ов WALES’. “‘Charlot’s Revue.” Pretty thin. m тірген: 

QuxEN's. “The Show Off" А ‘racy’ American comedy. Well worth a visit. 


pucr s Storm.” A more or less entertaining play in which the interest is rather too much 
used, 


Sr. раа “The Nervous Wreck.” A Tollicking, American farce. Don’t go—unless you want to 


uj 
St. Manrin’s, “In the Next Room.” A sinister mystery play of murd, rg, thrill d iti 
Savoy. * The Sport of Kings." A farce-comedy. E ELE. n ox, Ec rede 
карсет Тот,” А new and amusing musical comedy, featuring Miss “ June ” and Jack 
SUED: s UU RM КОНЫ Шеш. Rather sordid. x 
VAUDEVILLE, king Glass.” Revue. We have one at home that pl ‚ ЖЕ 
Mags GARDEN. “Primrose,” Musical comedy. Lively and irresponsible and ODD. D 

ooming. опре 
У/умрнам'а, “The Ware Case.” A revival, Inolined t ious—in spi ге thes 

Gana aa ed to be tedious—in spite of the <° 
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Rub itin = 
Rab it out !! 


WHY SUBMIT 


to Skin or Facial blemishes when 
they are so easily removable ? 


FLEXTONE MASSAGE CREAM 


will do this for you. 


TRY THE FOLLOWING TREATMENT: 


Rub a little of the Cream into the 
skin and massage until all the dirt 
and impurities come away. Then 
wash in warm water with a good soap. 


START TO-DAY 


It is a Perfect Cream representing 
the last word in the science of 
modern Beauty Culture. 
Its effect—and it works with magical 
rapidity—is amazing. You will 
be delighted to notice, after its 
use, the beautiful white s 
of the skin, and the re 4 
charm of your complexion will le 
your joy and the envy of others. 


4/6 & 7/6 per pot. Post free. 


| KIER MASSAGE CREAM 
09 


Мыс renews the vitality 
aS Discle and skin, removes 

 АСКНЕАР5 like magic 
NEA “th of Superfluous Hair. 


FOR A POT OF THIS CREAM. 


ONE TOILET CO. 13, ATON PI ARE as 
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k e д e X 753 2 = ? “tural genius 
How to make A MERRY XMAS. 
Take one Xmas Pudding, pour over some Bird's Custard, piping hot. 7. 

your laughing boys and girls and give them spoons of size to match. бегу 

with pudding, adding generous helpings of hot Custard sauce. Watch {¢ 


minutes the smiles of real enjoyment. Then clear away the empty plate” 
Aer too much 


Bird. 6 Сизгэ 22” 


unlike cream, never disagrees. It aids the dig~“ Juno” and Jack 
Pudding, Mince Pies and Fruit. 


` A Helpful Hint for Xmas. Well-whisk Bird's Custard v ses us more. | ы 
and set. It then goes like Summer Cream with Mince Pies, etc 24 likely toe 421 
clotted cream in Tartlets, Cream Horns, etc., etc. nged 


5 Жет š 
Ci6oc Tins, 1/6; silvered boxes, 1/1 & 62d. ; small tricolour pkts. yt the eve нь | 


тө and well 
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